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PREFACE. 



These Translations were made in general con 
avfwre^ and bj no means as a task. A certain 
portion of them has been circulated in MS. among 
friends, whose intellectual sympathj is dearer to 
me than fame. It is at their Suggestion that 
they are now committed to the press. I was 
desirous of presenting to them in print a fair 
copy of Verses, in which they had expressed them- 
selves interested. And then the question unavoid- 
ably arose — if printed, why not published? 

When this idea presented itself, I set about 
giving a comparative completeness to the series, 
as consecutive specimens of German Lyrics. In 
this point of view, however, they are still very 
defective. I have rather followed the predilections 
of individual fancy than been over anxious to 
bring ^^fair samples'' to market. Capricious favor- 
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itism ig the weakness of all the Nine: and It i9 
faoped tliat Poems which were traDslated solely 
because they were at least momentary favorites, 
have been treated more tenderly and appear fresher 
and more alive than would have been the case 
upon a better proportioned System of selection. 

Nothing wonld be more agreeable to me than 
that the reader should do me the honor to com- 
pare stanza for st^nza the version with the original. 
Many blenushes would no doubt appear, bnt the 
reader would be better able to appreciate the dif- 
ficulties of success. A Translation, howeyer, must 
be presumed to be intended for those who have 
no knowledge of the original tongne: and if to 
them the following yerses do not read as pleasant 
EngUsh poems, it is a proof which there is no 
disputing, that I haye failed to produce a good 
poetic yersion. 

I ought to apologize for introdncing two or 
three short pieces from Klopstock, which have 
appeared in print elsewhere: but if the notion of 
specimens was at all to be retained, it seemed 
impossible altogether to exclude the Patriarch of 
modern German poetry. 



PREFACE. XI 

From Goethe, little is here given, abundant 
as the materials are. The chief reason, indepen- 
dently of the tone of many of his Lyrics, is the 
little satisfaction which I gave myself, in those 
pieces which I attempted. No poet is in danger 
of losing so much bj translation as Goethe. The 
fineness of his artistic touch, the exceeding beautj 
of his forms, the profusion of poetic ideas only 
glanced upon and not developed, — ^with, I must 
add, the not infrequent triviality and want of 
substance in the subject.matter,-render his lyric 
poems pecnliarly difficult of reconstmction in another 
tongue. To rival Goethe's poetic forms would call 
for the highest effort of our most exquisite liying 
poet— writing freely, and not under the trammels 
of translation. 

The more serious Schiller offers less intangible 
material: what is capable of translation, is iüt faim 
more abnndant. His habit, in oontradistinction to 
Goethe's, was fully to develope his ideas; becanse, 
as he avowed with great modesty, he could not 
afford tö throw them away with the prodigality of 
his wealthier rival. The pieces here given are, in 
the original, fair specimens both of the man and 
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the poet. I would willingly have added the Song 
of ihe Bell, if it had not already been rung into 
Engllsh by so many hands. 

The genuine and manly Bürger is the king of 
Ballad Bards. His Lenora, not to speak of others, 
has raised him to the throne, from which no sub- 
sequent Bard has displaced him. One of our own 
distinguished poets was of opinion that his ballads 
would outlive the most populär produetions of 
Goethe and Schiller. I have translated his Lenora 
very closely, and at the same time endeavoured 
(what is of naore consequence) to retain his raey 
spirit. The proprieties of the critical Purist may 
perhaps be shocked by the trap, trap, trap of his 
horse, and the cling-ling-ling of his bell; but 
whether his broken words of passion and inarticulate 
imitations of sound be beauties or blemishes, they 
are «so characteristic, that Bürger is no Bürger 
without them. If it should be thought that his 
appeals to the supematural are too bold for poetic 
credence, the more sober and positive reader can 
easily relieve himself by imagining, that when " the 
golden Stars break forth" and Lenora retires to 
rest, what follows in the night is the delirious 
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PREFACE. XUl 

illusion in which she dies. The moral of the fable 
is elevated and Christian, as in the "Wild Hunts- 
man" it is fiill of humanity. 

The War Songs of Korner have unhappily 
a revived interest in our day. The latter part of 
his short life (for he feil in batüe at two-and- 
twenty) was devoted to rousing his countrymen to 
the war of liberation. Though of weakly Consti- 
tution, he joined the army as an enthnsiastic volun- 
teer; and circulating among his fellow-soldiers such 
hearty efiiisions as the " Sword-song," "Men and 
Cowards," &c., he concluded his own history with 
the touching sonnet, "Departure out of Life," 
composed after he had faUen wounded in the skir- 
mish of Kitzen. 

Uhland, Freiligrath, and Geisel, supply 
most of the remaining pieces. The first has much 
gracefobess of manner with many happyand 
poetic images, and is secure, I believe, of a per- 
manent place among the poets of his country. 
Geibel has yet to wait the decision of time: but 
for the present he has attained to great popu- 
larity, as is witnessed by the eighteenth (probably 
not the last) edition of his poems now before me. 
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His highly poetic sense chiefly developes Itself in 
the Bubjective and sentimental; and perhaps the 
intense melancholy which characterises many of 
his riper produetions, may have contributed to the 
interest which he hss excited among his feUow- 
countiymen. The poetry of these effiisions is un- 
deniable: their chief moral value consists in the 
sort of sympathetic consolation which they offer, 
by reminding us, that seasons of depression are 
common to all, who much exercise a sensitive 
brain. It is manly to resist and throw off a 
temptation that is ^^ common to man." 

These Translations are, for the most part, very 
literal, if the word be miderstood in any reasonable 
sense as applicable to verse. They do not aim at 
being a Bhyming Dictionaiy to the original. The 
object was, if possible, to retain the poetry as well 
as the sense: not to explain poetic images, but to 
transplant them; when necessary, to sacrifice ver- 
balism to the spirit of the Bard, and never the 
reverse. One difficolty was unavoidable in the 
readermg of stanza for stanza. As no two lan- 
guages are exactly conterminous, the English Ver- 
sion would naturally occupy sometimes more, but 
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more frequently less space than the German. In 
the former case, compression might be resorted to 
without much damage: in the latter, either the 
original must be diluted with unmeaning epithets 
and languid phraseology, or the lacuncß must be 
filled up from the resources of the Translator. The 
former alternative is fatal to all poetry: the latter 
involves the Translator in a charge of presumption 
for att^npting to improve upon the original. But 
I do not know of any third course: if, to the 
small extent to which it is necessary, the Trans- 
lator is not at .liberty to add any meaning or 
image when he mtist add words, no Bard can 
survive the process of translation: for none will 
bear dilution. In these emergencies, I think, the 
critic should be satisfied, if the small necessary 
additions are wholly in the spirit of the original. 

The German Muse is habitually more senti- 
mental than our own: she draws also more largely 
upon the spiritual. The English reader will pos^ 
sibly be disconcerted at first by startling appeals 
to the prsBtematural, be it Spirit-land or Fairy- 
land: but it is only the praßtematural of poetic 
Vision; it Springs from the natural and is its voiee 
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and Interpretation; it is impregnated upon Beality 
by Fancy. For as the imaginative Greeks, without 
difficulty, gathered up a river into a god, and gave 
to him the true voiees of Nature, which to their 
poetie sense were all but audible before, and then 
dissolved him again into the rmming stream, as 
readily as Undine wasted into the Waterfall, — 
leaving it uneertain whether their Praßtematural 
was anything more than an intense personification 
of the Natural; so the Germans, with less Imagi- 
nation but more sentiment, readüy construct pne- 
tematm*al fables, which after giving a personal 
utterance to obscurer feelings, sink again by their 
hmnan moral into the natural. What the vnlgar 
reader regards as an idle fairy tale, and an 
anachronism in the fancy of the nineteenth Century, 
will appear to the reflective, at least if gifted with 
poetie perceptions, as "Truth severe In Fairy 
fiction dressed." 

W. N.' 



PeL Coli, 

Jan, 1856. 



THE ROSE-WREATH. 



Klopstock. 



I FOüND her by the shady rill; 

I boimd her with a wreath of rose: 
She feit it not, but slumbered still. 

I looked on her; and on the spot 

My life with hers did blend and close: 
1 feit it, but I knew it not. 

Some lisping, broken words I spoke, 

And rusüed light the wreath of rose : 
Then from her slumber she awoke. 

She looked on me; and from that hour 

Her life with mine did blend and close; 
And round us it was Eden*» bower. 

B 
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HER SLÜMBER. 



Klopbtock. 



She sleeps. Wave round her, Slumber, thy soft wing, 
With balmy life her genüe heart imbue: 
From Eden's clear untroubled spring, 
Bnng the light drop of crystal dew. 

And let it fall her languid cheek above, 
Where the rose dies. And thou, diviner guest, 
The Peace of Virtue and of Love, 
With folded wings o'ershade her rest. 

How calm and motionless is her repose! 

E'en thou, mj lyre, be hushed in silence deepl 
The wreath would wither on my brows, 
If thou should'st whisper her from sleep. 
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EARLY GRAVES. 



Klopstock. 



Welcome, O silver Moon, 

Fair, stiU companion of the night! 

Friend of the pensive, flee not soon ! 
Thou stayest — ^and the clouds pass light. 

Toung waking May alone 

Ib fair as summer night so still, 
When from his locks the dews drop down, 

And, rosy, he ascends the hilL 

Ye noble souls and tnie, 

Whose graves with sacred moss are strawn, 

Biest were I, might 1 see with you, 

The glimmering night, the rosy dawn! 

B2 



HERMANN AND THUSNELDA.» 

KliOPBTOCK. 

Ha I there he comes, bedeck'd with göre, 
With dust and sweat from Eoman fight! 
Never look'd Hermann's eyes so bright, 
So beautiful, beforel 

Comel my heart leaps within my breast! 
Eeach me the dripping sword, the shield: 
Come, breathless, from the dreadfdl field, 
Come to these arms and resti 

Rest here, that I may wipe thy brow, 
Thy glowing cheek, from blood and sweat! 

Hermann, Hermann, never yet 

Thusnelda loved as now. 

1 Hebmanv, the Abminius of Tacitus, the son of Siomab, 
carried off Thusnelda, the daughter of Sboistus, and married 
her against her father's will. 
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Not e'en when first, where oak-shades frown, 
Thy brawny arm embraced me wild. 
Fleeing, I stay'd with thee, and smlPd 
To see thy far renown. 

Teil it in all the woods — to-day 
Augustos sips the nectar sad: 
For Hermann, Hermann's brow is clad 
With wreaths that bloom for aye. 

" Why dost thou twine in locks my hair? 
Sleeps not onr sire supine and dead? 
Oh, had the host Augustus led, 
He had lain bloodier there!" 

Nay, let me part the hairs that clot, 
That round thy wreath the locks may fall! 
Sigmar reclines in Odin's hall. 
FoUow, but weep him not. 



HOURS OF DEDICATION. 



Klopstock. 



Welcome, sweet Hours, that with the star of eve 
Glimmer serene, with holy fancies fraught, 
Pass not awayl your wonted blessing leave, 
And bring me some ennobling thought. 



There spake a Spirit in the gate of heaven : 
"Haste, holy Hours, that from these portals high 
To men who dwell on earth are rarely given, 
Haste to that youth of pensive eye, 



Who God the Saviour sings to Adam's race; 
O'ershadow him, while silent Night invades, 
With golden wings, that lonely he may trace 
Bright forms amid the heavenly shades. 



Wliat ye produce, still flours, shall hoary Time 
(So Salem teils) to distant ages give. 
While men adore with rapture more sublime 
Messias, and more holy live." 



He spake: and through my bones responsively 
Thrill'd the deep echo of that ,Spirit's voiee. 
I stood, as when in thmider God goes by, 
And bids me marvel and rejoice! 



Be here no prating sermoniser known! 
Hither no stiff and formal Christian come 
Who feels not his own prophetsi Every tone 
That speaks not things divine, be dumb! 



Veil the still entrance with your sacred night, 
Sweet Hours, nor let a human step draw near! 
Warn e'en away those friendly footfalls light, 
That sound so welcome and so dear. 
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Save only when to me my Schmidt would come 
From sweet society of Zion's muse: 
So he converse bat of the Judgment doom/ 
Or his high sister's thoughts infuse. 

In her e'en censure wears a winning grace. 
And what her heart and finer sense have never 
Feit in our lays, be blotted from its place! 
What she hath feit there stand for ever! 



^ He contemplated at thia time a poem on the Last 
Judgment. Schmidt's sister was the <* Fanny" who inspired 
8ome of Klopstock's most remarkable Ödes. His ardent affec- 
tion for her was not, however, reciprocated, and he finally 
found in <'Meta" the life-companion he desired. To the 
latter are addressed the '* Rose-wreath" and **Her slumbers/ 



*> 
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RESIGNATION. 



SCHILLXB. 



[The alight irreg^rities of measure admitted into this pieoe, exist, fhough 
not always ooincidenüy, in the original.] 



I, TOO, was in Arcadia bom; 

To me in cradled sleep 
Nature herseif hath all enjoyment swom : 
l; too, WBS in Arcadia bom, 

Tho' my short springtide gave me but to weep. 

The May of life blooms once and never more ; 

To me that bloom is shed. 
The silent God — Brothers! my fate deplore — 
Tums my torch downward, and what charm'd before 

Is like a phantom fled. 



10 

I stand already on thy bridge of night, 

Thou dread Etemity! 
Keceive my seal'd credentials of delight! 
Unbroken I bring back to thee my right, 

For happiness was not for me. 

Before thy throne I tender my complaiht, 

Thou veiled Awarder, just and true ! 
On yonder star the joyous Saga went, — 
Thou sittest here with judgment scales, intent 
To render retribution due. 

And horrors here upon the wicked steal, 

And joys, they say, await the just : 
The heart's obliquities wilt thou reveal, 
The mystery of Providence unseal, 
And satiflfy the sufferer's trust. 

Here home expands to banish'd sons of woe, 

Here Patience ends her thomy track. — 
A Form Celestial — Truth her name, I trow, 
(The many flee her, the few only know,) 
The impetuous reins of youth held back. 
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" I will repay thee in another life, 

Give now to me thy youth! 
Nothing I give thee but that promise rife." — 
I took the promise of another life, 

And gave my young delights to Truth. 

" Give me' thy wife I the treasure of thy heart, 

Thy Laura, thy beloved, I crave: 
Beyond the tomb iß usury for the smart."- 
I tore her bleeding from my womided heart, 

And wept aloud, and gave! 

" Thy bond is drawn upon the dead ! " 

Jested the world's derisive crew: 
" The cheat, by despots tutor'd to the trade, 
Has offer 'd thee for truth unreal shade; 

Thou wilt be nothing when the bond falls due." 

Wiih flippant wit the viper brood began, 

" Dost tremble at Prescription's wom-out creed? 
A dream? What would thy gods whom crafty man 
Devised to remedy this sick world's plan, 
And human wit has lent to human need? 
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" What is that Future, sepulchred in night? 

Etemity, thy spirit's vaunted goal? 
A thing of rev'rence, but aa hid from ßight, 
The giant-shadow of our own affiright 

In the deep mirror of our troubled soul. 

" Living reality's delusive shade, 

The mummy of the years that die 
With bahn of Hope in death'stcold Chambers laid, 
This, by thy fever-phantasies betray'd, 

Thou namest Immortality ! 

" For hopes, that tum impostures in the tomb, 
Didst thou thy certain good forsake? 

Six thousand years the dead have rested dumb; 

Did ever corpse from out the crypthouse come, 
That haply of the Eetribution spake?" 

Time I beheld into extinction wane; 

And blooming Nature stayed forsaken 
Like a pale corpse extended on the piain; 
And from the crypt-house none did come again: 

Yet in that Promise was my faith unshaken. 
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" All my delights to thee I sacrificed ; 

Kneeling before thy judgment-throne I plead ; 
The scoffings of the crowd my heart despised, 
And thy gifts only have I greatly prized; 

AwarderT give to me my meed!" 

" With equal love my children I embrace, 
(A spirit's voice from out the distance came,) 

" Two flowers," it cried, " hear it, ye mortal race ! 

Two flowers bloom, the finder's brow to grace, 
Hope and Froition is their diverse name. 

^' Who plucks one blossem shall contented spare 

To violate the sister bloom. 
Enjoy! who nought believe! the lesson there 
Is lasting as the world : Who can believe, forbear ! 

So the world's history is its judgment doom. 

^' And thou hast hoped, and hast reeeived thy pay. 

Faith was thy dower, and thou didst nothing lack. 
But ask thy wise men now, and they shall say 
What from the moment has been east away, 

Can no etemity give back." 
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Note by ihe Tratislaior, 

Not as dead grains of arid sand, 

Oiir minutes trom. the hour-glass fall, 
That trembles in Tixne's palsied hand» 

Till yoid and death take all. 

Life, as a sower, day by day 

Broad-casts the moments tili we die 
On death-fields cultured with decay, 

As seedlings of etemity. 

They Hall in ripeness round the tomb, 

And yet shall overshade the earth : 
The Grave is the impregnate womb, 

Of Natiire's second birth. 

It will be Seen however in subsequent verses, that Schiller 
fotind, at a later period, a better faith than is implied in 
this remarkable effusion. 
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THE MAIDEN'S LAMENT. 



Schiller. 



The forest moans, 
The sky clouds o'er, 
The maiden sits 
On the verdaut shore. 

The wave breaks there with might, with might, 
She sends for her sighs to the darkness of night, 
And, dim with her weeping, complains. 



" My heart has died : 

The World is void, 

It gives nothing more 

To be wished or enjoyed. 

Holy Virgin, in pity thy child recal! 

Of earthly good I have tasted all; 

I have lived and have loved — what remains?" 
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The tears that run down 
Are firuitlessly shed, 
The piteoos plaint 
Will not waken the dead : 
But say, what will solace and heal the heart, 
When once the sweet joys of love depart ; 
I, the Blessed, will send the relief I 

" Let the tears that run down 
Be fiiiitlessly shed, 
Let the piteous plaint 
Not awaken the dead: 

The solace most sweet to the sorrowing heart 
When once the bright joys of love depart, 
Is love's unavailing grief I" 
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LONGING. 



Schiller. 



From the bottom of this valley, 

With the chilly fog oppressed, 
Could I find the verdaut alley 

Leading outward, — I were blest. 
Yonder see I bright dominions 

Ever yoiing and ever green, 
Had I wings and had I pinions, 

To the hüls my flight had been. 

Harmonies I hear, and singing, 
Sweetest notes of heavenly calm ; 

Grentle breezes fan me, bringing 
Breath of fragrancy and bahn. 

Golden fruits behold I glowing 
Bright among the dusky shades; 

And the blossoms ever blowing, 

Never winter's frost invades. 

c 
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How existence must be fair there 

In tfae sun's etemal beam! 
Qn those glorious hüls, the air there 

How refreshing must it stream ! 
Me the torrent floods imprison, 

That between us roaring roll, 
And the waters high have risen, 

Bringing horror to my soul. 

Ah! one boat is tossing, ready; 

But the feny-man— he fails : 
Leap into it, quick and steady! 

For the wind is in the sails. 
To believe and venture, dare thee! 

Heaven gives no pledge before: 
Miracles alone can bear thee 

To that bright miraculous shore! 
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THE PILGRIM. 



SCBILLBK. 



Life to me was yet in May-day 
When I first set forth to roam: 

Youthfiil dances, frolick heyday, 
Left I in my father's home. 

All my goodfl and patrimony, 
Glad in faith, I cast aside ; 

On my pUgrim staflF alone I, 
Füll of childlike feelings, hied. 

Mighty hope, and credence fonder, 
With dark words did me inspire: 

"Lo! the way is open! wander 
Ever to the summit higher! 

"Until thou a golden portal 

Eeachest: — Enter there the doorl 

There the earthly and the mortal 
Change to heavenly evermore," 
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Evening came and came the morrow, 

Never never did I tire. 
Yet 'twas hidden what, in sorrow, 

Still I seek and still desire. 

Böse before me mountain ridges, 

Streams restrain'd me where I stood: 

Üver gulphs I built me bridges, 
Bridges o'er the whirling flood. 

And I came unto a river, 

To the East its current drew: 

Trusting glad that compass-giver, 
In its lap myself I threw. 

To a mighty sea it bore me 
Down the tide beyond control: 

Void that ocean spreads before me, 
And no nearer is the goal. 

Ahl no path will lead me thither; 

And the heavens above me clear 
Never down to earth come hither, 

And the Th&re is never JJere. 
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IDEALS. 



SCHILLBR. 



And wilt thou, faithless, from me sever 

With all thy cherish'd fancies dear? 
With all thy griefs and joys for ever, 

And never more entreaty hear? 
Can nothing now thy flight delay, 

O golden age of life to me? 
In vain! Thy waters haste away 

Down to the Everlasting Sea. 

Extingulshed are the suns so fair, 

That round my youthfiil pathway glanc'd, 
The visions are dissolved in air 

That once my drunken heart entranc'd. 
Oh ! it is gone, that sweet belief 

In beings that my fancy bare! 
Keality, unsparing thief, 

Spoils the fair forms that godlike were. 
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As once with suppliant desire 

Pygmaleon did the stone exiclose, 
Till its cold marble cheek with fire 

Of young Sensation glowing rose ; 
So flung I erst, in youthful bliss, 

The arms of love round Nature's form, 
Till on the poet's breast and kiss 

I feit her breathing, panting warm. 



Sharing the flame that in me strove, 

The Mute one found rhetoric art. 
And gave me back the kiss of love. 

And understood my throbbing heart. 
Then lived to me the tree, the rose, 

Then sang the fountain's silver fall, 
Th' inanimate, in its repose. 

Feit my life's joyous echo-call. 



My narrow breast with mighty strife 
Expanded an all-circling round, 

Ambitious to break forth to.Iife, 

In deed and word, in shape and sound. 
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How great this world to me was moulded, 
Long as in bud it lay unseen! 

Alas! how little has unfolded, 

That little, too, how poor and mean ! 



How gladly, winged with courage bold, 

In those illusive visions blest, 
Not yet by reins of care controlled, 

The youth upon his life-course pressed! 
Up to the SBther's faintest star 

The eagle-wings of Purpose shot : 
Nought was too high and nought too far, 

Whither her pinions bore him not. 



How lightly into distance bore! 

What was too hard for glad assay? 
How danced, the car of life before, 

An airy troop in bright array! 
Love, with the sweet reward she bears, 

And Bliss, with golden wreath and zone, 
And Gloiy, with her crown of stars, 

And Truth that sunny-radiant shonel 



24 

But ah! midway at noon, already 

Was lost that glorious retinue: 
Aside they tumed their steps unsteady, 

And faithless one by one withdrew. 
Lightfooted happiness was gone, 

The thirst of knowledge unallay'd, 
And doubt's dark tempest overdrawn 

Wrapp'd the bright sun of truth in shade. 



I saw the wreath of glory fitted, 

Profanely, vulgär brows above. 
After Short spring, too quickly flitted, 

Alas I the golden time of love. 
Stiller it grew and stiller: grew 

More lonely on the rugged way; 
Scarce Hope athwart the darkness threw 

Upon the path one pallid ray. 



Who, lovingly, of all that train, 
Yet tarried after spring-tide bloom? 

Who stays to solace me lq pain, 
And foUows with me to the tomb? 



25 

Thou, Friendship, that, with healing band, 
All wounds hast softly, gently bound, 

To sbare life's bürden still dost stand; 
Thou, wbom I early sougbt and found. 



Thou too, that mating with her dearly, 

Allay'st like her the soul's annoy, 
High Occupation ! never weary, 

Slowly to mould and ne'er destroy: 
To build Etemity sublime, 

But grain on grain thy labour rears, 
Yet from the mighty debt of Time 

Thou strikest minutes, days, and years. 
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THE GLOVE. 



Schiller. 



Before his Lion-gate, 

King Francis sat in State 

To see the sport. 

About him were his Peers, 

And round on lofty tiers 

The rose-wreath'd ladies of the court. 

And as he beckons with bis band, 

Tbe iron-grated doors expand, 

And in, with deliberate walk, 

Does a Lion stalk; 

Looks mutelj around 

Tbe ground 

With long-drawn gape; 

Shakes bis shaggj nape, 

Stretches, tawny-brown, 

His limbs, and lies down. 
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The king beckon'd anon: 

Then open'd as before 

A second door; 

And on to the ground, 

At one wild bound, 

A Tiger sprang. 

At the Lion's slght 

He roar'd with might, 

Hiß tail made swerve 

Thro' a terrible curve, 

And gnaw'd his tongue, 

And circled in doubt 

The Lion about, 

Grimiy scowling; 

Then stretched himself growling 

Beside him down. 

The king beckoned anon: 

* 

And from the double-expanding keep 
Two spotted Leopards together leap; 
They sprang, athirst for the savage fray, 
On the Tiger where he lay; 
He grappled them with gnping claw: 
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Then the Lion, roaring hia will, 

Böse up, and they were still. 

Around on the soil, 

Eager for broil, 

Crouch'd the Cats of cruel paw. 



Then dropped from the balcon-rand 
A glove from a lady's hand, 
The Tiger and Lion between 
In the midst of the seene. 



To the knight Delorges, with taunting jest, 

Tum'd Cunigund the Fair. 

" Sir Knight, if your love to me confessed 

Be as hot as you hourly swear, 

Go, pick up my fallen glove!" 

And the knight from the rand above 

Leapt down and did not linger. 

With fearless foot 

Between brüte and brüte, 

He took the glove with daring finger. 



29 

With admiration and with awe 

His deed the knigfats and ladies saw; 

Sedately back he bore the glove: 

All Ups with acclamation greet him; 

But with a tender look of love, 

That spake a promise all words above, 

Did the Lady Cunigund meet him. 

He threw the glove in her face so fair; 

" Lady, the thanks I well can spare," 

And on the spot he left her. 
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THE MAIDEN FROM A STRANGE LAND. 



In a green vale at burst of spring, 
To simple shepherds did repalr, 
What time the larks began to sing, 
A maiden wonderful and fair. 

She was not in the Valley bred, 

And whence she came no shepherd knew; 

All vestige of her quickly fled, 

Soon as the beauteous maid withdrew. 

Blessing she breath'd where she was nigh, 
And ev'ry heart expanding swell'd; 
Yet her high grace and dignity 
Famillarity repell 'd. 

Fair flowers and fruits she brought with her 
That ripen'd in another land, 
Beneath another sun, where stir 
More genial breezes, bahny bland. 
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She shared in every hind's behalf 
Her several gifts of fruit and flower; 
The jouth, the old man on his staff, 
Each, carried home a special dower. 

Welcome to her was every gaest; 
But when approach'd a loving pah-, 
Of all her gifis she gave the best, 
Of all her flowers the flower most fair. 
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HOPE. 



Schiller. 



Men speak much and dream of a better tlme 

That lingerS) but yet shall arrive; 

And still to some glorious goal sublime 

See them ceaselessly hasten and drive. 

The World grows old and grows young by tums^ 

But still for that "better" man hopes and yeams! 



Hope led him at first into life, I trow, 

And waved o'er the gladsome boy; 

The Youth she charms with her magic show, 

And Age will not bury her joy: 

Tho' the Grave for the wearied traveller ope, 

Yet he plants by the Grave — ^immortal Hope. 
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It is not a flattering fond conceit, 
Begot in the fool's idle brain: 
Our heart within us does loudly repeat, 
We were bom sometlimg better to gain; 
And what those voices within us say 
Deludes not the spirit's hope and staj. 



D 
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THE MAID OF ORLEANS.» 



SCHILLKR. 



The noble form of manhood to dishonour 
Thee in the lowest dust Derision tröd. 
Wit wages everlasting' war with honour, 
Believing not in Angel or in God; 
Its dearest treasures from the heart it rends, 
Wars with the spiritual, and faith offends. 

Yet tending, e'en as thou, a childlike part, 
Li]^e thee, a Shepherdess in holy guise, 
Her high prerogatives Poetic Art 
Lendfl thee, and rises with thee to the skies. 
Circled with glory she hath set thee high: 
The heart created thee! thou wilt not die. 

^ This piece is Schiller verstu Voltaire. 
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Ah! the world loves refulgent fame to mar, 

And to the dust the Exalted to bring low I 

Yet fear not thou ! Still generous hearts there are 

That for the lofty and the glorious glow. 

The crowded mart let Momus entertam, 

A noble spirit loves a nobler strain. 
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DIGNITY OF WOMAN. 



SCHIUiZK. 



HONOUR to Woman! she twines and inweaves 
Heavenly roses with life's earthy leaves, 

Weaves for her favour'd ones Love's happy band 
Velled in fair Grace, and in Modesty's tire, 
Watchful she feeds with perpetual fire 

High sensibilities, holy of hand. 

O'er the barriers of the true 
Man's wild powers for ever sweep: 
Thoughts unstable, projects new, 
Drive o'er Passion's stormy deep. 
Wild he grasps at distant gleams, 
Peace with restless purpose mars, 
And the phantom of bis dreams 
Chaces thro' the distant stars. 
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Woman's bright glances, that gleam on his trarck, 
Beckon bewitching the fugitive back, 

Back to the present with dutifiil feet. 
She in her mother's retired abode 
Tarried, and bashfdl with modestj glowed, 

Nature's own daughter, untouched with deceit. 



With the Man, emprise is strife. 
He, with crushing foot unblest, 
Tramples wild the ways of life 
Without halting-place or rest. 
He destroys his project sped: 
War of Wants is ne'er subdued, 
Never, as the Hydra's head 
Falling still, is still renewed. 



Woman, contented with quieter cares, 
Gathers the blossem the moment prepares, 

Nurses it sweetly and values it dear; 
Freer, in charity's velvet-soft chain, 
Bicher than he in his wisdom's domain. 

And in the Poet's unlimited sphere. 
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Stern and proud man Stands apart: 
Cold, bis breast can never prove, 
Heartily embracing heart, 
The ceiestial joys of love. 
Nor the soul's exchange he feels, 
Nor dissolves in tears that yeam; 
E'en bis life*s contention steels 
Stemer still bis temper stem. 

LigbÜy, tbe wbile, as to Zepbyr's light wings 
Tremble and stir tbe EoUan strings, 

Trembles, all sensitive, woman's beart too, 
Tenderly troubled at misery's sigbs 
Heaves ber soft bosom in pity; ber eyes 

Pearl-budding glisten witb beavenly dew. 

Migbt in man's domain is lord: 
Rigbt obeys tbe strong and brave; 
Proves tbe Scytbian witb tbe sword, 
And tbe Persian sinks a slave. 
Intemecine warfare wage, 
Passions wild witb fury fed, 
Hoarse contention rules witb rage 
Wbere tbe cbarities bave fled. 



v 
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Woman, with genüe persuasion and prayer, 
Knows the mild sceptre of manners to bear, 

Qaenches dissensions that fiery start, 
Teaches the powers that hate one another 
Peaceful embraces, as brother and brother, 

And unitea what flies ever apart. 
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THE WORDS OF FAITH. 



SCHILLEK. 



Thbee words I name of momentous sense, 
From mouth to mouth they are thrown: 

Yet seek not withouti they come not thence; 
The heart gives the knowiedge alone. 

And the man of all human worth is bereft, 

To whom is no faith in the three words left. 

Free was the man created; is free, 

Altho' he were bom in chaius. 
Err not for shouts around Liberty's tree, 

Nor abuses of madden'd brains! 
Before the slave when the fett^rs break, 
Before the free man, wherefore quake? 
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And ViRTUE, it is not an empty sound : 

In man's life His a thing alive; 
And though he stumble o'er all the ground, 

For the godlike he yet can strive. 
And what no wise man's Beason can find, 
Is the simple life of a childlike mind. 

And a GOD there is — a holy Will, 
Tho' man's wav'ring will be naught; 

Over time and space is brooding still 
The living etemal Thought. 

And tho' All thro' endless cycles ranges, 

A changeless Spirit endures thro' the changes. 

Hold fast the three words of momentous sense, 
From mouth to mouth pass them on: 

Tho', sought &om without, they come not thence, 
To the inmost heart they are known. 

And man is never of worth bereft, 

As long as bis faith in the three words is left. 
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THE DEDICATION OF FAUST. 

QOXTHB. 

Again ye waver near me, Shapes that pass'd 
In early days my troubled sight before! 
This time shall I assay to hold you fast? 
And feels my heart those phantasies of yore? 
Ye throng around me! So you might at last, 
From mist and cloud emerging, on me pour: 
Ye shake my bosom, as in youth, again 
With magic breath that plays around your train. 

Ye bring with you the forms of happy days, 
And many a shade evoke to memory dear; 
And like to old and half-forgotten lays 
First love and early friendship reappear. 
The grief too is renewed; and o'er the maze 
Of erring life the lorn lament I hear, 
Naming the Good, who vanish'd from the boy 
By Fate defrauded of bright hours of joy. 
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Alas! they cannot hear the foUowing song, 
The souls to whom I sang my first assay. 
Wide scattered is that dear familiär throng, 
And that first echo long has died away. 
Before a crowd unknown my lyre is strung, 
E'en their applauses bring my heait dismay: 
And all who once enjoyed my vocal rhymes, 
If yet ihey live, wander in distant climes. 

Strange longings seize me, thro' the years unknown, 
For that still spirit-world so ealmly dread! 
My lisping lay in undetermined tone 
Whispers micertain as Eolian thread. 
Shudd'ring comes o'er me, tears on tears run down, 
And my streng heart is all in weakness sped. 
What I possess, is like a far ideal, 
And the departed Stands before me real. 
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MARGARETS THREE SONGS. 



OOBTHX. 



[Margaret*! Songs in Faust embody ** the beginning, the middle, and tbe 
end" of her part. In the flrst, hör Song of Innocence, she sings, &om mere 
necessity of song, something she has heard about the King of Thule, in ivhich 
her heart takes no interest : the second, her Song of Passion, is necessary to 
introduee the third, her Soi^ of Penitence. Goethe has done little moral or 
dramatic justice upon Faust himself, but poor Margaret is led to the 
detumement with an inflexible severity of art and retributiony enough to 
make Aristotle rejoioe and a Christian weep.] 



I. The King of Thule. 

There was a king in Thule 
All constant to the grave, 
She whom he loved so truly 
Dying a gold-cup gave. 

He prized it high, and brimmmg 
Drained at each banquet bout: 
His eyes were always swimming 
Oft as he drank thereout. 
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And when to die he came too, 
He conned his kingdom's roll, 
Gave all the next of name to. 
All but the golden bowl: 

Sat at the royal table, 

Amid his knights Bat he, 

In the hall of 'scutcheon'd gable, 

That look'd out on the sea: 

The old toper waxing weaker 
Quaff'd his last vital glow. 
And fiung the hallowed beaker 
Into the fiood below. 

He saw it plash and quiver, 
Till in the sea it sank; 
Then sank his eyes, and never 
Another drop he drank. 
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II. MaBOABET AT THB SpINNING-WHBBL. 

Mt heart is heavy, 
My peace is o'er: 
I shall find it never, 
Ah! never more. 

Where he is not 
Is a funeral pall, 
To me the world 
Is all tumed to gall. 

My poor head throbs 
And seems to me crazed, 
My senses wander 
As one amazed. 

My heart is heavy, 
My peace is o'er; 
I shall find it never, 
Ahl never more. 
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For him mine eyes 
From the window roam, 
For him, and him only, 
I leave my home. 

His lofty Step! 
His noble mein ! 
The smile of his mouth, 
And his eyes so keen! 

His Speech that fiows 
Like a speli of bliss ! 
The clasp of his hand, 
And ah, his kiss! 

My heart is heavy, 
My peace is o'er; 
I shall find it never, 
Ah! never more. 

My bosom longs 
To draw him near; 
Oh! might I clasp him, 
And hold him herel 
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And kiss him, and kiss him 
Just as I choose, 
And on his kisses 
My being lose! 



III. Margaret before the Mater Dolorosa. 

Oh ! incline 

Thy look benign, 

Thou Rieh in Sorrow, on my need! 

Wiih sword in heart, 

And many a smart, 

Thou see'st thy Son beloved bleed. 

Or upward rather 

Look'st to the Father, 

And dost for His and thy grief plead. 

Ah! who can feel 

How searching steal 

Pangs thro' my inmost bone? 
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How my heart for anguish heaves, 
How it trembles, how it grieves, 
Knowest thou, and thou alone! 

And wheresoe'er I go, 

What woe, what woe, what woe, 

Here in my bosom aches! 

I am — ah! scarce alone, 

I moan, and moan, and moan, 

My heart within me breaks. 

The flower-pots at my window 
I bathed in tearful showers, 
As in the prime of morning 
I plucked for thee these flowersi 

Bright shone into my Chamber 
The sun that early rose; 
I sat up all in sadness 
lipon my bed of woes. 

Help! rescue me from death and blame! 

Oh ! incline 

Thy look benign, 

Thou Rieh in sorrow, on my shame! 

E 
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THK MINSTREL. 



GOBTHS. 



"What is that music at the gate 

Beneath the Castle wall? 
The bard shall on our presence weit, 

The music fiU the haU." 
So spake the king: the page is gone; 
The boy retum'd, — the king spake on, 

^' Bring me the old man in!" 

"I greet you well, my noble Sirs, 
Greet you, my beauteous dames! 

Ah! what a heaven of stars on stars! 
Who could know all your namesi 

But in so bright and brave a hall 

On dazzled eyes, mine eyelids, fall! 
It is no time for wonder! 
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WIth closing eyes the mlnatrel smites 

Loud from bis harp the air; 
And brow-wards look'd th' enraptured knlgbts, 

And bosom-wards tbe Fair. 
The king admu^d the minstrel's lay, 
And, all In honour of his play, 

A golden Chain he gave hin,. 

"Give not to me tbe cham of gold; 

The gift sball praise tbe giver 
On knights before wbose onset bold 

The foeman's lances shiver: 
Or give it to tbe Cbanc'Uor there, 
That he the weight of gold may bear 

With all his other burdens. 

I sing but as the summer bird 

That dwells among the sprays: 
Spontaneous song is rieh reward, 

Lays are the meed of lays ! 

If ask I might — one boon I ask — 

A bumper from the best wine-cask, 

Brought in a golden beakerJ' 

e2 
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He poised the bowl, he drank it oflf — 
" O draught of luscious flavour I 

O happy house where such to quaff 
Is held a slender favourl 

So rieh and happy, tbink of me ! 

And then thank God as heartily 
As for the draught I thank youl" 
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MIGNON LONGING FOR HER HOME. 



GOSTHX. 



Know'st thou the land where fair the citron blowsj 
In dusky bowers the golden orange glows, 
A gentle breeze from azure heaven expands, 
The myrtle still, and high the laurel Stands? 
Know'st thou the land? 

Away 1 away ! 
With thee, beloved, thither would I stray. 

Know'st thou the house? The roof pilasters bear, 
The hall is bright, the Chambers glitter there, 
The marble statues stand and look on me — 
" Ah ! thou poor child, what have they done to thee?" 
Know'st thou the house? 

Away ! away 1 
With thee, my guardian, thither would I stray. 
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Know'st thou the mountain-path, the vapours shroud ? 
There the mule seeks his foot-track thro' the cloud ; 
In cavems dwell the dragon's ancient brood, 
Down falls the rock, and over it the fiood. 
Know'st thou the path? 

Awayl away! 
Where leads our road, Father, let us stray! 
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MIGNON, ANTICIPATING EARLY DEATH. 



OOKTHB. 

• •• 



Let me, tili death, be cloth'd In white, 
Nor take away this robe of snow. 
I hasten from the earth so bright, 
Down to that stony house below. 

There in brief silence I shall rest, 
Then brightly wake wiih eyes serene; 
Behind me leave my Uly vest, 
The girdle, and the garland green. 

Those heavenly forms that radiant shine, 
Enqnire not aught for man and wife, 
Nor vesture there, nor folds confine 
The body in that purer life. 
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I lived secure from care and toil ; 
But deeper woe my bosom wrung; 
Too soon I chang'd, to grief a spoil: 
Make me again for ever young! 
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THE VIOLET. 



GOETHK. 



A VIOLET on the meadow green 
Bowed on itself and bloomed unseen, 

It was a heart-dear flower: 
A shepherdess came tripping by 
With young light step and laughing eye, 

Adown, adown 
The meadow there, with song. 

Ah ! thought the violet, that I were 
The fairest flower that Nature bare, 

Ah ! only for an hour, 
Until she pluck'd me and caress'd, 
And on her bosom languid pressM, 

No more, no more 
Than fifteen minutcs long ! 
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Bnt ah! but ah! the maiden pass^d, 
Nor look upon the violet cast, 

But crush'd the hapless flower. 
It sang and died, yet death was sweet; 
" And tho' I die, yet death I meet 

For her, for her, 
And perish at her feet." 



59 



THE FISHER. 



OOKTHB. 



The water rush'd, the water rose, 

A fisher sat on shore, 
Look'd on his llne in still repose, 

Cool to his very core. 
And as he sat and as he spied, 

Upheaved the parting lymph, 
And with a plash from out the tide, 

Arose a dripping Nymph 

She spoke and sang, and thns began: 

" Why dost entlce mjr fiy 
With wit of man and wile of man, 

Death-thirstjr, here to die? 
Ahl knew'st thou how they cheerly thrive- 

The fish beneath the flood, 
Thou would'st at once descend and dive, 

And renovate thy blood. 
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Drinks not the genial sun, the moon, 

A pure refreshment there, 
With biUow-breathing visage soon 

Emerging doubly fair? 
And Iure thee not the deep clear skies, 

The wave-refleeted blue? 
Lure not thine own inverted eyes 

Into the etemal dew?" 

The water rush'd, the water rose, 

Wetted his naked feet; 
His heart within so longing grows, 

Like as when lovers greet. 
Then spake she to him, sang she to him, 

Until it all was o'er: 
And half he sank, and half she drew him, 

And he was seen no more. 
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LENORA. 



BüBOKB. 



I. 

Lenora rose at moming red, 

And chased sad dreams away: 

" My William, art thou falae or dead ? 

How long wilt thou delay?" 

For he with Frederic's host had gone 

To where by Prague the fight was won, 

And never since had written, 

If he escaped unsmitten. 

II. 

The King and Empress-Queen at last 
Bade long contention cease, 
Belented from their rigour past, 
And came to terms of peace. 
And either host with shout and song, 
With kettledrum and clanging gong, 
With sprigs of green o'ershaded, 
Home ward in pomp paraded. 
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III. 
And everywhere, and all about, 
By walks and ways in groups, 
Flock 'd old and young with festive shout, 
To meet the Coming troops. 
And " God be praised !" the children cried, 
And " Welcome I" many a joyous bride. 
But ah! Lenora sad 
No greeting-kiss made glad. 

IV. 

She ask'd the host, about, throughout, 

She ask'd for every name, 

But there was none to solve her doubt 

Of all the men that came. 

And when the cavalcade was o'er, 

Her raven hair she wildly tore; 

And on the ground she cast her, 

As frantic with disaster. 

V. 

Her mother ran to her I trow, 

" Oh ! God in mercy aid ! 

Thou darling child, what ails thee so?" 

And clasp'd the hapless maid. 
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" mother, mother, dead is dead ! 
Now let the world and all be sped! 
With God is mercy none; 
Woe ! woe ! to me undone." 

VI. 

" Oh ! help, God ! help ! Look pitying on ! 

Child! pray a Pater-noster ! 

What God does, that is rightly done; 

God will the feeble fester I" 

" O mother, mother I idle thought ! 

With me God hath not rightly wroughtl 

What? what availed my vow? 

Nothing can aid me now." 

VII. 

" Oh I help, God I Who the Father knows, 
Knows that He helps the child. 
The blessed Sacrament shall cloee 
Thy wound with mercy mild." 
" mother, mother ! what I feel 
Buming, no Sacrament can heal! 
No Sacrament can give 
The dead again to live!" 
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VIII. 

" But what, child, if the fickle youth 

By Moldau's distant tide 

Did violate his plighted truth, 

To wed another bride? 

Let go, my child, his heart untrue! 

Nothing he wins but bitter rue! 

When soul and body sever, 

His perjury burns for ever." 

IX. 

" mother, mother ! gone is gone ! 
And lost is lost for aye! 
Death, death it is that I have won! 
Would I had ne'er seen day! 
Go out, my light, for ever out! 
Die, die away in night and doubt! 
With God is merey none; 
Woe, woe to me undonel" 

X. 

" Help, God ! to judgment go not in 
With thy poor child of clay! 
She knows not (Oh forgive the sin !) 
What her Ups idly say. 



V 
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Ahl child, forget thine earthlj grief, 
In 6od and Heaven seek relief ! 
So shalt thou find in dole 
The Bridegroom of thy soul." 

XI. 

" Oh mother, what is blessednesa? 
Oh mother, what is hell? 
With him, with him is blessedness, 
And withont William, hell! 
Go out, my light, for ever out! 
Die, die away in night and doubtl 
Without him is no bliss 
In thaJt World nor in ^üT^ 

XII. 

So raged despair thro' soul and sense, 

Thro' brain and vein all sadly : 

And still with holy Providence 

She chafed and chided madly. 

She smote her breast and wrung her band, 

Till twilight gather'd o'er the land; 

And bright from sonth to north, 

The golden stars broke forth. 
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XIII. 

But list! without, goes trap, trap, trap! 

As strack by hoofs of steel: 

A horseman, girt from spur to cap, 

Leaps down with ringing heel. 

And hark! and hear the door-bell ring, 

Loosely and lightly cling-ling-ling I 

Then follow'd thro' the gate 

These sounds articulate. 

XIV. 

" Halloo I halloo ! get up, my sweet ! 
Wak'st thou, my love, or sleepest? 
For me does still thy true heart beat? 
And laughest thou or weepest?" 
" Ah! William, thou? — so late by night! 
I've wept and waked by starry light: 
Ah ! grief my soul did wither 1 
But whence dost thou ride hither?" 

XV. 

" We saddle but when midnight's near: 
From far Boheme I ride; 
And late I girded on my gear 
To fetch thee home, my bride!" 
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" Haste, William, in ! a little stay I 
The wind waib thro' the hawthom spray. 
Come in ! these arms from cold 
My heart's love shall enfold!" 

XVI. 

'' Let wail the wind thro' bush and bur, 

Wail, child, thro' hawthom spray! 

My black steed paws, and clicks the spur, 

And here I may not stay. 

Come, tuck thee, spring, and swing thee up 

Behind me at the saddle-cnip! 

A hundred leagues be sped 

To-night to onr bridal bed!" 

XVII. 

" A hundred leagues? Wilt hie to-night, 

So far to our bridal bed? 

And list! the eleventh stroke not quite 

lipon the bell is dead/' 

'^ See, far and near ! the moou shines bright, 

We and the dead ride fast by night. 

I'U bring thee safe, I vouch, 

To-night to our marriage couch.^^ 

p2 
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XVIII. 

" Say, where then is thy wedding hall, 

And bed to th' wedded due?" 

'^ Far, far from here ! still, cool, and small I 

Six boarded feet by twol 

" Is room for me?" " For thee and me! 

Come, tuck thee, child ! and spring and flee I 

The guests await the bride ; 

üur chamber-door Stands wide." 

XIX. 

She prettily tuck'd her, and sprung and swung 

On to the steed with lightness; 

And round the rider, loving, flung 

Her hands of Uly whiteness. 

And hurry ! hurry ! hop, hop, hop ! 

They gallop'd without slack or stop; 

Till horse and man breath'd quick, 

And flints and sparks flew thick. 

XX. 

And right and left, on either band, 
Before their hasty look, 
How flitted meadow, moor, and landl 
The bridges thundering shooki 



69 



u V 



Fear 'st thou, my love? the moon shines bright, 
Hurrah! the dead ride fast by night! 
Fear 'st thou, my love, the dead?" 
" Oh, no ! but leave the dead !" 

XXI. 

What notes are those that hither roll? 

Why did the ravens flutter? 

Hark the death-toll ! dim forms, in stole, 

" Ashes to ashes /" mutter. 

And nearer drew a funeral throng, 

That hier and coffin bore along : 

Their chant was like the note 

Of croakings in the moat. 

XXII. 

" When midnight tums, let down the dead 

With dirge and weil and shout! 

Now my young bride is homeward led, 

Home, to the wedding routi 

Come, sexton, come! with chorus grave 

Gurgle me out the bridal stave! 

Come, Priest, the blessing speak, 

Ere we the bride-bed seek!" 
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XXIII. 

Hosh'd were the sounds! the bier was gone! 
Obedient to bis call, 
There came a hurrying, hurrylng on, 
Close at bis steed's boof-fall. 
And ever onward bop, bop, bop, 
Tbey gallop'd witbout slack or stop; 
Wbile borse and man breatb'd quick, 
And flints and sparks flew tbick. 

XXIV. 

How flltted rigbt, bow flitted left, 

Mountains and trees and tillage! 

How flitted left and rigbt and left, 

City and mart and village! 

" Fear 'st tbou, my love? tbe moon sbines brigbt, 

Hurrab! tbe dead ride fast by nigbt: 

Fear 'st tbou, my love, tbe dead?" 

^' Ab ! let alone tbe dead !" 

XXV. 

See tbere, see tbere! beneatb tbe gallo ws 
Around tbe spindle boop, 
Half-visible on moonlit fallows, 
Dances an aiiy troop. 



▼,» 
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" Hoho ! ye goblin-rabble, here ! 
Follow me, fellowsl foUow nearl 
Dance duly to the wedded, 
When bride and groom are bedded!" 

XXVI. 

And all that rabble, — rush, rush, rush, 

Came brustling on bebind, 

As dry leaves in the hazel-brush 

Bustle before the wind. 

And onward, onward, hop, hop, hop, 

They gallop'd without slack or stop; 

While horse and man breath'd quick, 

And flints and sparks flew thick. 

XXVII. 

How aU that in the moonlight lay 

Fled into distance far! 

How, upwards, over, and away 

Fled starry-mist and star! 

" Fear 'st thou, my love? the moon shines bright 

Hurrah! the dead ride fast by night; 

Fear 'st thou, my love, the dead?" 

" Ah, woe 1 let rest the dead." 



^^ 
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XXVIII. 

" My steed ! I hear the cock's clear horii : 

The sand is nrnning fast : 

Steed ! steed ! I seent the air of mom : 

Make a daah home at last! 

'Tis done! our course is fullj sped, 

Before us lies the nuptial bed! 

The dead do ride apacel 

We have reach'd our resting-place 1" 

XXIX. 

Straight at an iron-grated door, 

He let the reins fall under: 

Struck by the slender switch he bore, 

Bnrst lock and holt asunder. 

The door-leaves, clattering, opened wide, 

And over graves their way they hied: 

The tombstones gllmmer'd white 

« 

Bound in the cold moonlight. 

XXX. 

Ah, see! ah, see! a wonder dread, 
A ghastly thing to telll 
The horseman's hamess, shred by shred, 
Like rotten tinder feil. 



73 

A scull, with never scalp nor weft, 
A naked scull his head was left; — 
Lank bones, for members lithe, 
With hourglass arm^d and scythe! 

XXXI. 

High rear'd the steed, and snorted forth 

Ked sparks of fieiy spray; 

And lo! beneath her feet the earth 

Vanish'd and sank away. 

A howling fiUM the air around, 

A whimpe^ng came from Underground : 

Lenora^s heart and breath 

Flutter'd mid life and death. 

XXXII. 

And now they danced, where moonlight glanced, 

Around in circling train: 

A round-a-bout the gobiin rout 

Link'd — howling this refrain: 

" Still ! still thee ! tho' thy heart be broken 1 

'Gainst God in heaven no word be spoken ! 

No longer dost thou live; 

May God thy soul forgive!" 
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THE BALLAD OF THE BRAVE. 



BUSOXB.. 



I. 

LoUD Sounds the Bailad of the Brave, 
As tone of bell and organ streng : 
Who ean high courage boast, shall crave 
No meed of gold, his meed is song. 
Tbank GodI that sing and praise I ean, 
To sing and praise the vaüant man. 



11. 

The thaw-wind from the southern sea 

Blew on Italia dank and sad: 

The gather'd clouds before it flee 

As from the wolf the flock fleece-clad. 

It swept the fields, it rent the oak; 

On lakes and rivers the ground-ice broke. 



/« 
^ 
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III. 



Upon the mountain thaw'd the flake; 

The rush of thousand waters roar'd, 

The vale was buried in a lake, 

The land-stream swelling, spread and ponr'd. 

High roll'd the waves thelr bed along, 

And roll'd the iceblocks in torrent streng. 

nr. 
On piers and arches heavy stood, 
Built from the base of quany stone, 
A bridge across the whirling flood, 
And in the midst a hoose thereon: 
There dwelt the toUman with child and wife: 
'^ O tollman, tollman, escape for thy life I " 

V. 

Dull droned and groan'd the eddying tide, 
Loud howl'd the wind and wave about; 
Up to the roof the tollman hied, 
And look'd upon the tumult out. 
"O merciftd Heaven, avert the wave! 
Undone! undone! who now can save?" 



J. 
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VI. 

Down roll'd the icefloes, block on block, 
This side and that, from either shore, 
From either shore the impetuous shock 
Arches and piers together bore. 
The trembling toUman, with wife and child, 
Howl'd louder than winds and waters wild. 



VII. 

Down roll'd the icefloes, crash on crash, 
This end and that, on either side: 
Broken and shiver'd headlong dash 
Piers after piers adown the tide: 
The ruin drew to the middle near; 
"0 mercifol Heaven, in mercy hear!" 



VIII. 

High on the distant shore there Stands 

A crowd of gazers, great and small ; 

Each cries aloud, and wrings his hands, 

But none will rescue — none of all. 

The trembling tollman cried, " Save us, save!" 

With wife and child, thro' the wind and wave. 
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IX. 

When Sounds the Ballad of the Brave 
Like note of bell and organ strong? 
Beginl bis fame sball fiU tbe stave, 
Wben wilt tbou name bim, noble song? 
Tbe ruin draws to tbe middle near: 
brave man, brave man, sbew tbyself berel 

X. 

Gallop'd a Graf tbe crowd before, 

A noble Graf on lofty steed. 

What was it in bis band be bore? 

A purse well gorged for timely need. 

"Two bundred pistoles be sball bear, 

Wbo rescues from deatb tbe tremblers tbere." 



XI. 

Wbo is tbe brave? The Graf— is be?; 

Trumpet bis name in bonor's van ! 

Tbe Graf was brave in bis degree, 

But yet I know a braver man. 

brave man I brave man 1 sbew tbyself bere ! 

Already destruction is awfully near. 



\ 
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XII. 

And ever higher the waters roll, 
And ever louder blows the blast, 
And ever deeper sinks the soul — 
O Bescuerl to the rescue fast! 
Pier after pier was sprung, and bowed, 
And Si£ter them crash'd the arches loud. 



XIII. 



^^ Hallo! hallo! up, quick begun! 

The Graf held high the proffer'd prize ; 

All hear, but shudders everjr one, 

And out of thonsands none replies. 

In vain the tollman cried "Save us, save!" 

With wife and cbild, thro' the wind and wave, 

XIV, 

But see! a simple honest bind 
Steps forth upon bis staff in time : 
He bears a garb of coarsest kind, 
A form and countenance sublime. 
He heard the Graf, he understood, 
And look'd on the peril across the flood. 
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XV. 

Bold in God's name he sprang and leapt 

Into the nearest fisher's boat, 

And spite the whirl and storm that swept, 

Did safely to the rescue float. 

But ah! his sculler was too small 

At one assay to save them all. 

XVI. 

Three times he urged hls little boat 
Despite the whirl and storm that beat; 
Three times did safe to rescue float, 
And wrought deliverance complete. 
Just when the last had reach'd the bank, 
The final ruin totter'd and sank. 

XVTI. 

But who then, who then, is the brave? 
Declare! declarel my song so bold! 
He staked his lifo upon the wave, 
But staked he it for love of gold? 
For had the Gjraf his pistoles spared, 
The peasant perchance had nothing dared. 
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XVIII. 

" Here ! cried the Graf, my gallant friend ! 
Here ! take thy well-won recompense ! " 
Say, did he not right well intend? 
By Heaven, the Graf had noble sense. 
More noble and heavenly beat, within, 
The peasant's heart in his gaberdine. 

XIX. 

" My life for gold I will not seil : 
Poor tho' I be, I eat my fiU: 
The pistoles to the tollman teil 
Who all has lost from roof to sill." 
So Said he his hearty and honest say, 
And tum'd his back, and went his way. 

XX. 

High sounds the Ballad of the Brave, 
As tone of bell and organ strong. 
Who can such courage boast, shall crave 
No meed of gold, his meed is song. 
Thank GodI that sing and praise I can, 
Deathless to praise the valiant man. 
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THE WILD HUNTSMAN. 

A LEGEND. 

BUROBR. 
I. 

The Bhinegraye wild has blown bis blast, 

^^ Halloo ! haUoo ! to foot and horse !'* 

His neighing hunter rear'd, and fast 

The rabble rustled to the course: 

Loud yelpt the pack, no more linkM double, 

Thro' Qom and thom, thro' heath and 'stubble. 

n. 

In sunbeams of the Sabbath sky 

The lofty-domed cathedral shone; 

And deep and clear to service high 

Sommon'd the bell with solemn tone; 

And far resounded sweet and loud 

The chants of the adoring crowd. 

a 
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III. 

He daah'd along in God's despite, 
Halloo ! and tallj-ho ! rent the air. 
But lo! there came from left and right 
A horseman here, a horseman there: 
AU silver-whlte the steed of one, 
The other rode a ruddy dun. 

IV. 

Who were the horsemen left and right? 
Well I divine, but dare not say. 
LightBome appeared the horseman right, 
With countenance as mild as May; 
The left — a grim and dusky form, 
His eye flash^d like a thunderstorm. 

V. 

^' Be welcome, Sirs ! In nick of time I 
Welcome the noble chace to share: 
In earth below and heaven sublime 
No sport can with the chace compare." 
He spake, and loudly smote his thigh, 
And waved his hunting-cap on high. 
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VI. 



" 111 Sounds thy bügle o'er the piain," 
Spake the right horseman mild of mood. 
" To belfiy peal and choral strain 
Tum back! To-day no chace is good. 
Hear thy Good angel's waming word, 
Nor let the enticing Bad be heard!" 



VII. 



" On with the chace, my noble Squire 1^ 

Broke the left horseman quickly in. 

" What's clack of bells, and blaring choir? 

More joy is in the huntsman's din. 

Let me, what princely is, persuade, 

And be not fooFd and made afraid!" 



vin. 

^* Ha I ha ! well spoken, left-hand Sir ! 
Thou hast the spirit I would foster. 
Who cannot with the packhounds stir, 
Let him shear off with Pater-noster 1 
So, tho' it vex thee, pious fop! 
I shall not bid my pleasure stop." 



g2 
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IX. 

And hurry, hurry, on they hied, 
Hill — up and down, field — ^in and out: 
And still the horsemen at bis side 
Eode, right and left-hand, with tibe rout, 
A stag was started on the hunt, 
That sixteen antlers bore in front. 



X. 

Then did the bügle louder wind, 
And fleeter flew they, foot and horse: 
Till one before and one behind 
Dropp'd off, dead-tumbled from the course. 
" Fall'n? leave the fallen where they are! 
That should no princely pleasure mar." 

XI. 

The stag dipp'd in among the wheat. 
In hope to find a rest unseen. 
Seel a poor peasant Stands to meet 
The cavalcade with piteous mien. 
" Spare, gentle lordl nor ruthless spoil 
The bitter sweat of poor men's toil !" 



^ 
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XII. 

Then the right horseman forward rode, 
And wam'd the Bhinegraye fair and soft; 
The other did the Khinegrave goad 
To malice^ and at pitj scoff'd. 
And he despised the waming word, 
And only with the left ear heard. 

XIII. 

" Off with thee, dog 1" with menace feil 
The huntsman huff^d the ploughman wan: 
"Off! or I'U hound thee now, by hell! 
Hallo! my comrades, up! and onl 
In proof that no false oath he hears, 
Crack him the whip about his ears!" 

XIV. 

'Twas Said, and donel The Bhinegrave sprang 
Over the hedge with hasty bound, 
And after him, with crack and clang, 
The rabble — ^man and horse and hound: 
Hound, horse, and man, that onward stream'd, 
Trampled the stubble tili it steam'd. 
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XV. 



Up-startled by the noise again, 
Field — in and out; up, down the mound, 
Frighted, pursued but never ta'en, 
The white-stag fled to pasture ground; 
And mingled sly, with mstinct fine, 
For safety 'mid the peacefiil kine. 



XVI. 



This waj and that, thro' mead and wood, 
That way and this, thro' wood and mead, 
His track thej scented and pursued, 
Those stag-hounds, with unwearied speed. 
The anxious herdsman, ill at ease, 
Implor'd the Rhinegrave on his knees. 



XVII. 



" Have pity, Graf, have pityl Leave 
Mj harmless herd in peace to brouse; 
Bethink theo what these meads receive, 
How manj widows' single cows: 
Ye spare the poor his one and all — 
For pity, gentle lord, I call." 
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XVIII. 



Then the right horseman forward rode, 
And warn'd the Rhinegrave fair and soft; 
The other did the Bhinegraye goad 
To malice, and at pity scoff'd. 
And he despised the waming word, 
And onlj with the left ear heard. 



XiX. 



" Audaciöus dog I wllt bridle me ? 
Would! that within thy best cow's hide, 
Thjself and evexy sluttish ahe^ 
More bestiaUy transmographied ; 
Then 'twere to me the joy of seyen, 
To worry you forthwith to heavenl 



XX. 



^^ Hallo ! my comrades, up I and on I 
On to the work! and tally-hol" — 
And eyery hound feil fierce upon 
What stood before him, high or low. 
Bleeding the herdsman sank, nor stirr'd; 
And bleeding, one by one, his herd. 
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XXI. 

Scarce £rom that murderous onset fled 
The stag with ever feebler flight, 
And, blood-besprinkled, foam-bespread, 
Sought in the woods propitious night; 
And where the shades more darkly shut, 
Found shelter in a Hermit^s hut. 



XXII. 



With Cracking whip still hurrying past, 
With halloo and with tally-ho, 
With bark and yelp and bügle blast, 
Follow'd the pack the brushwood thro': 
Then meekly stood the Hennit hoar 
With mild entreaty at the door. 

XXIII. 

" Urge, urge no farther this pursuit, 
Nor desecrate God's refuge free! 
To Heaven sighs the piteous brüte, 
And calls for chastisement on theel 
For the last time the waming hear! 
Else thy perdition draweth near." 
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XXIV. 



Then the right horseman forward rode, 
And wam'd the BhinegraTe fair and soft, 
The other did the Ehlnegraye goad 
To malice, and at pity scoffM. 
And ah! despite the waming word, 
He only with the left ear heard. 

XXV. 

" Perdition here, perdition there ! 

Little (he cried) I care for that! 

If up in the third heaven ye were, 

I should not mind a flitter-bat. 

The gods and thou maj grieve at leisnre: 

I shall not therefore stint my pleasnre." 



XXVI. 



He smack'd his whip, his bügle blew, 
^' Halloa! mj comrades, up I and on !" 
Whisk! man and hat before him flew, 
Behmd him, horse and man wer« gone, 
And jelp and cry and shouting breath 
Had ceased, and all was still as death. 
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XXVIT. 

The Graf affrighted looks around; 
He seals the bügle on his lip, 
Calls — but himself hears not the soond, 
And the air wails not to his whip. 
He spurs his horse on either side, 
But cannot back or forwards ride. 



XXVIII. 

It darken'd round from tree to tree; 
Grew ever darker, as a tomb. 
Dull Sounds, as of a distant sea, 
And then a startling voice of doom 
In thunderclaps above him broke, 
And o^er his head this judgment spoke. 

XXIX. 

" Tyrant of fierce and devilish nature, 
Bold against God and man and beast, 
The groan and moan of HeaTen's creature, 
And thj misdeeds, on all increased, 
Thee loud at the tribunal claim, 
Where high the vengeful torches flame. 
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XXX. 



" Flee, monster, flee o'er hill and dell ! 
Thyself henceforward to the end 
Be worried by the hounds of hell, 
An awe to princes that offend, 
Who for wild pleasure all things dare, 
Nor creature nor Creator spare I" 



XZXI. 

A sulphor-jellow lightning shone 
Sheeting around the wood and wold: 
Fear drizzled thro' his marrow-bone ; 
He feit so sweltering and so cold! 
A sleet assaiPd his shuddering form, 
And on the sleet a thiiaderstorm. 



xxxu. 

The sleet drove on, the tempest burst; 
Ho! ho! from earth came forth to view 
A black gigantie fist, that first 
Stretch'd itself out, and then clutch'd to. 
Quick ! if his scalp may yet escape : 
How quick! his face is at his nape. 
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XXXIII. 

It flames and flickers round him nigher 
In greener, bluer, redder glow: 
About him boils a sea of fire, 
Where swarms the brood of hell below. 
A thousand hounds^ with demon hiss 
Incited, leap from the abyss. 

xxxiy. 

He seurries on through woods and meads, 
And howls aloud, but finds no help: 
Thro' the whole world as on he speeds 
The hounds of hell behind him yelp : 
By day, thro' yawning cleft and cave, 
At midnight, high where storm-winds rave. 

XXXV. 

And still his face was at his nape, 

As fleeing swift he forward lean'd; 

He needs must see each monstrous shape 

Loudly set on him by the fiend: 

He needs must hear the gnash and grind 

Of Furies snapping him behind. 



Pl 
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XXXVI. 

Such is the Chace — the Wild-Chace hight- 
That lasts untll the Judgment-daj ; 
Which oft the dissolute by night 
Seepafls,withhorroranddismay: 
This, did they not the Toice repress, 
Would many a huntaman's tongue confess. 
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FRIAR GREY-COAT. 



BUBQER. 



A PILGKIM-MATDEN young and fair 
Up to a Convent drew ; 
She puU'd the bell-string at the door, 
And Friar Greycoat stepp'd before, 
Half barefoot without shoe. 

She Said, '^Be praise to Jesus Christ!'' 
"Worid without end!" said he. 
Wondrous emotions in him rise, 
And as he look'd into her ejes 
His heart beat rapidly. 

The pflgrim-maid with gentle tone 
To modestj subdued, 
Said, "Reverend Father, set me clearl 
Dwells not my heart's beloved here 
In convent solitude?" 
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"And by what tokens, child of God, 
Meets thy belov'd our eyes?" 
"Ahl by the coarsest hairy clo'es 
The scourge, the girdle, and the blows, 
That do the flesh chastise. 

Yet better by his form and face, 
Like May-day*8 moming hue; 
By golden ringlet-locks of hair, 
By heaven-blue eyes, a radiant pair, 
So friendly, soft, and true." 

"Ahl child of God, how long agol 
Long dead and deep interr^d! 
The waving grasses o'er him moan, 
üpon him weighs a marble stone, 
Long dead and deep interr'dl 

See'st thou, with evergreen enclosed, 
Yon casement füll in sight? 
There kept and wept he; and erelong 
For sorrow of his maiden's wrong 
He went out, as a lightl 
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Six youths unwedded, slim and fair, 
With dirge and belfiy dank, 
Bore sadly to the grave his hier, 
And on it trickled many a tear 
As down the coffin sank." 

'^Alas! alas! and art thou dead? 
Art dead and deep Interr'd? 
Break, heart! the guilt was thine alone! 
And wert thou like his marble stone 
Thou could'st not be too hard!" 

Be patient, chUd of God, weep not! 
But rather pray the more I 
Grief unavaillng rives the heart, 
The eyes' light sorrow makes depart; 
Therefore weep not so sore ! 

"Oh, no! my reverend father, no! 
Condenm not thus my nie I 
My heart's delight was he of men. 
So Uvea and loves no youth again, 
This wide world thro' and thro'. 
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Then let me sorrow evermore, 

And slgh by day and night ; 

Till mine eye, weeping, wastes to death, 

And my tongue speaks with gasping breath, 

Thank God! 'tis ended quite!" 

" Be patient, child of God, weep not ! 
Nor sigh so very sore! 
No dew, nor shower, the earth has suck^d 
Bevives the violet thou hast pluck^d, 
It fades and blooms no more. 

Joy flits on wings before us, fleet 
As swallows o'er the lawn. 
Why should we cling so fast to dole, 
That weighs like lead upon the soul? 
Dismiss itl Gone is goneT' 

"Oh no ! my reverend father, no I 
My endless sorrow spare! 
Bore I for that beloved man 
All suffering that a maiden can, 
Too much I should not bear! 

H 
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And must I see him henceforth never! 
Oh, sorrowl never more! 
No! a dark grave conceals my love; 
It rains thereon, and snows above, 
And the grass wavers o'er. 

Where are ye, eyes so bright and blue? 

And cheeks of rosy bloom? 

Lips, sweet as flowers the bee has sipp'd? 

Alas ! all moulders in the crypt, 

And me my griefs consume!" 

" child of God, be not so sad ! 
Think thee, how men are stränge! 
The most do breathe from the same breast 
Both hot and cold, and without rest 
Their likes and dislikes change. 

Who knows but he, despite thy truth, 
His lot repented soon? 
Thy love was with young blood imbued; 
And young blood is of changeful mood, 
E.'en as an April noon." 



99 

" Oh no ! my reverend father, no ! 
Speak not that word to mel 
My love was dear and noble-soiü'd, 
Was genuine, pure, and tnie as gold, 
And from all falsehood free. 

Oh! is it trae that him the grave 
And vaults of darkness hide? 
Farewell to me, then, native home! 
1 take my pilgrim's staff, and roam 
Forth thro' the world so wide. 

But first I will go seek his tomb, 
And kneel beside it low: 
There shall my sobbing kiss and sighs, 
With thousand tears from gushing eyes, 
The grass make greener grow." 

" Here, child of Grod, awhile tum in, 

And, wearied, rest and eat! 

Hark! how the tempest shakes the vane, 

And frigid hau with rushing rain 

On roof and window beat!" 

H2 
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*' Ohj no ! my reverend father, no ! 
Bid me not here delaj! 
Be it^ the rain shall on me fall! 
!No rain that should inundate all 
Could wash my guilt away." 

" Hurrah ! my darling ! now tum back ! 
Stay! and thy tears shall dry. 
Look in my face, love, on the spot! 
The Friar Greycoat know'st thou not! 
Thy lover — it is I! 

In blighted love^s despair I chose 
The Friar's garb, my child; 
And soon in convent solitude 
My life and wounded heart for good 
Had higher vows exiled. 

But Heaven be praised ! my novice year 
Not yet has reach'd its bourne. 
My sweet one, hast thou true confess'd? 
If with thy band thou mak^st me blest, 
Then homewards I retum." 
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^' Thank 6od I thank God ! and now farewell 

Sorrow and grief for ever ! 

Welcome, oh welcome, raptures bright! 

Come to my bosom, heart's delight! 

Us death alone shall sever!" 
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THE SPINNING GIRL'S SONG. 



BüBOSX. 



Whirr, whirr, whirrl 
Purr, splndle, purr! 
Twirl me, spmdle, long and fine, 
Twirl me fine a threaden line 
For a bosom kerchief. 

Whirr, whirr, whirr 1 
Purr, spindle, purrl 
Weaver, weave it soft and fine, 
Weave it fine — the kerchief mine, 
For the festal Church-eve. 

Whirr, whirr, whirrl 
Purr, spindle, purr! 
White without and pure within, 
Let the comely kerchief thin 
The maiden's bosom cover. 
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Whirr, whirr, whirr! 
Purr, spindle, purr! 
White without and pure within, 
Busy, good, and virtuous win 
Many an honest lover. 
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THE AUTUMN OF LIFE. 



/ 

Dx La Mottk Fouqub. 



Fare thee well, propitious love 1 
Thy delightful day is o'er: 
Much is fair beneath, above, 
But thy whisper comes no more. 

If thou yet should^st cross my way, 
Meny Ups would laughing ring ; 
Scarcely summon'd to my lay 
Mayst thou seem a living thing. 

Every boon in season blows; 
Every boon the grave receives; 
What in light of spring-tide glows, 
Falls in frost with autunm leaves. 



I 
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This have thousands sung before us, 
This shall thousands sing again. 
Job, my 8ong, the mighty chorus, 
Mingle with the world's refrain! 
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THE WATCHTOWER. 



Dk La Motte Fouqvx. 



On the mighty deep 
In midnight's shroud, 
Wheu the billows leap 
On the rocks aloud, 

I look from my watchtower out: 
And my song I send 
From lungs robust, 
And its echoes blend 
With the madd'ning gust, 

With the night, and the storro, and the rout. 

Break thro' with power, 
My joyous shout I 
Thro', from the tower, 
To the storm without. 
And teil to the night and the deep 



107 

When reels the bark 
On the flood for rellef, 
When feet, thro' the dark, 
Are mazed on the reef, 

Here the Warder his watch does keep. 



A Btalwart man 
Of right good will, 
(If help he can,) 
To rescue from iU 

With cry, with light, and with hand. 
Too dark is the night? 
The spot too remote? 
He sends forth with might 
A stentqr note, 

A hope-signal, o^er sea and land. 



On billows who tosses 
In leaky canoe, 
The forest who crosses 
When robbers pursue, 
Bethink him, God's help is soon given ! 
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When billowB part 
And engulphs him the tide, 
When the robbers' dart 
Is barb'd in bis aide, 

Let him think on the Kingdom of Heaven! 
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SONG OF THE SWORD. 



KORKXR. 



SWOBD, on my left band gleaming, 
What means thy pleasant glance? 
Thy look 80 friendly beamlng 
Makes my heart bound and dance. 

Hurrah ! 

'^ A gallant rider bears me ; 
Therefore I look so bright. 

A free man girds and wears me; 

That is the sword's delight. 

" Hurrah I 

Yes! I am free, good sword, 
And love thee at my slde, 

As thou hadst given thy word 

To be my lovely brlde. 

Hmrah ! 
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" True, I have vow'd to thee 
My dear and steel-bright life; 

When shall our spousals be? 

When dost thou fetch thy wife? 

Hurrah!" 

The bridal mom is nigh, 
Usher'd by tramp and drum; 
When loud the guns reply, 
To fetch my bride I come. 

Hurrah! 

" Oh ! rapturous embrace ! 
With long desire I pine! 

Fetch me! In wreathed grace 

My chaplet shall be thine. 

Hurrah!" 

Why ringest thou, sheath-clad, 

In bright and steely glow 
So wild, so batüe-glad, 
My sword, why ringest so? 

Hurrahl 
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^'I ring aloud, sheath-clad, 
With longing for the fight, 

All wQd and battle-glad; 

Therefore I ring so, Knight! 

Hurrah ! " 

Wait in thy narrow cell! 

My love, what wilt thou here? 
Wait in thy Chamber still, 
Wait! for the hour is near. 

Hurrah! 

^^ Let me not long abide ! 

Oh! love-plat sweet, o'ergrown 
With roses blood-red dyed 
And death-flowers fiilly blown!" 

Hurrah! 

Come from thy sheath, then, come! 

Thou joy of warrior's sight! 
My Bword, I fetch thee home, 
Out! with me to the fight 1 

Hurrah! 
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" Fresh is the air of freedom ! Where 

The wedding dances reel, 
Refulgent in the sunbeams there 
How bridelike glows the steel! 

Hurrah!" 

Arise! ye warriors bold, 

Arisel ye knightly band, 
Take, if your hearts be cold, 
The loved-one by the handl 

Hurrah I 

At first her timid glances 
Stole from the left-hand side: 
Now on the right advances 
Füll in God's sight the bride! 

Hurrah ! 

On love-warm Ups of steel 

Be bridal kisses taken: 
Our curses he shall feel 
Who leaves the bride forsaken! 

Hurrah ! 
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Now break, love, into ainging, 
And let the sparks fly wide; 

The marriage dawn is springing, 

Hurrah! my iron-bride. 

Hurrah ! 
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MEN AND COWARDS, 



Korker, 



The people is up, and roused the land ; 

Who lays in his bosom a coward's band? 

Shame to thee, boy, on the cbimney-benches, 

Among tbe guzzlers, among the wencbes; 
Tbou art but a pitiM craven sot; 
A German maiden kisses thee not, 
A German song delights thee not, 
And German wine inspires thee not. 
Upl to the van! 
Man for man! 
Wield the sword, who wield it cani 
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When we thro' sleet of rain and hail 
Have watch'd all night in the whistling gale, 
Canst thou, whom pillows of luxury drown, 
Wantonly dreaming, grow warm in down. 
Yet art thou a pitiful craven sot; 
A German maiden kisses thee not, 
A German song delights thee not, 
And German wine inspires thee not. 
Up! to the van! 
Man for man! 
Wield the sword, who wield it can ! 

When to us the trumpet's brazen clang 

As thunder of God thro' our bosom rang, 

Could'st thou in the theatre whet thy whim, 

Enchanted with quavers and dancing limb. 

Yet art thou a pitiful craven sot; 

A German maiden kisses thee not, 

A German song delights thee not. 

And German wine inspires thee not. 

Up ! to the van ! 

Man for man! 

Wield the sword, who wield it can! 

12 
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When the noon glows on us blasting and bot, 
And a drop of water refreshes us not, 
Canst thou make fiy the bright Cbampagne, 
And glut at tbe tables tbat groan agaln* 
Yet art thou a pitiful craven sot; 
A German maiden kisses thee not, 
A German song deligbts thee not, 
And German wine inspires thee not. 
Up! to the van! 
Man for man! 
Wield the sword, wbo wield it can! 

While we, as to brunt of battle we move, 
Thmk a farewell to our far true-love, 
Mayst thou thy mistress court at leisure. 
And buy with gold a sordid pleasure. 
Yet art thou a pitlfal craven sot; 
A German maiden kisses thee not, 
A German song deligbts thee not. 
And German wine inspires thee not. 
Up! to the van! 
Man for man! 
Wield the sword, wbo wield it can! 
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When whisties the ball, and the lances fly, 
And death in a thousand forms booms by, 
Canst thou sit piquetting with ancient maids, 
And take the kings with the ace of spades. 
Yet art thou a pitiful craven sot; 
A German maiden kisses thee not, 
A German song delights thee not, 
And German wine inspires thee not. 
Up! to the van! 
Man for man! 
Wield the sword, who wield it can! 

And Sounds our hour on battlefields red, 
Then welcome the soldier's blessed bedl 
But thou 'neath the silken coverlet creeping, 
Diest in terror, whimpering and weeping: 
Diest a pitiful craven sot; 
A German maiden weeps thee not, 
A German song, it sings thee not, 
And German goblets rihg to thee not. 
Up! to the van! 
Man for man! 
Wield the sword, w^ho wield it can! 
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DEPARTURE OUT OF LIFE. 

Korner. 
(After he had fallen wounded in battle.) 

My wound bums: pale Ups quiver: it miist be! 
I feel it in my heart that faintly plays, 
Here stand I on the limit of my days. 

God ! do Thy will ! I gave myself to Thee. 

What golden forms I saw around me flee ! 

That glorious dream is tum'd to death's amaze. 

Yet courage! What my heart so true assays, 
Must in that world for ever live with me! 

And what I here as something holy claim'd, 
What ardently my youthful soul inflamed, • 
Or were it Love or were it Freedom named, 

Stands a bright Seraph nowj and is not gone: 
And as my senses slowly are withdrawn 
A breath conveys me to the rosy dawn. 
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THE SERENADE. 



Uhland. 



" What are those sweet enchanting sounds 
That break my slumbers light? 

O Mother, seel who comes so late 
To Serenade the night." 

Nothing I hear, and nothing see: 

Sleep on, serene and mildl 
No Serenade they bring to thee; 

Sleep on, my poor sick child! 

^' It is no music of this earth 

That gives me such delight. 
The angels eall me in their song^ 

O Mother dear, good night I" 
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THE KING ON THE TOWER. 



ÜHLANO. 

t 



There lie they all — the verdant hills, 
The darkling Valleys In calm repose; 

And slumber reigns, and no murmur fiUs 
The wafted air with the plaint of woes. 

For all I have cared^ for all haye striven: 
With cares I drank the sparklmg wine; 

But the night is come, and serene the heaven^ 
My 8oul shall taste joy divine* 

O golden scroll of the starry sphere, 
To thee I look up with eyes of love. 

Ye marvellous tones, that scarcely I hear, 
What longing ye breathe from above! 
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My hair is grown grey, and dim my sight, 
The weapons of Victory hang in the Hall : 

I have rightly spoken and acted right — 
Oh! when for my rest may I call? 

O blessed rest, for thee how I yeam! 

O glorious night, how delay^st thou so long 
When the stars I shall see more brightly bum. 

And list to the fiiUer song! 
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THE NUN. 



VHLANJ>to 



In the still Convent garden 
A Nun walk'd pale and young; 

The moon shone sad above, 
And on her lashes hung 

The tears of tender love. 



" 'Tis well he is departed, 
Who kept so true his vowl 

I love him unreproved, 
He is an angel now; 

An angel may be loved." 
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Faltering she came where brightly 
The marble-fair Madonna, 

Radiant in moonlight, smiled: 
So chaste — it look'd upon her* 

Loving and mother-mild. 

She sank to earth before it; 

Look'd up with heavenly peace, 
Until her eyelids closed 

Gently in death's release; 
Her veil feil round, composed. 



1 "Madonna" and "upon her" are not rigorous rhymes: 
but as the line foUowing Madonna is pnrposely made to begin 
with an r sound, the ear is duly confiulted. 
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THE WREATH. 



Uhlavo. 



A LITTLE maiden gather'd fiowers, 
Füll many, in the meadow fair. 

Then stept forth from the sylvan bowers 
A dame of beauty rarel 

And up to her did friendly come, 

And twined a garland round her hair — 

" It blooms not yet, but it will bloom: 
Oh! wear it ever there!" 

And when the maid grew tall and slender, 
And roved by moonlight o'er the heath. 

And shed soft tear-drops sweet and tender, 
Then budded forth the wreath. 
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And when, a dear and cherish^d bride, 
The bridegroom press'd her to his heart, 

Then from the buds expanding wide 
Did joyous blossoms start. 

Erelong she gently rock'd and swung 
A sweet habe on a mother^s knee; 

Then fruit among the follage hung 
Golden and fair to see. 

And when her true belov'd they bare 
To the grave's night and dust, oh, grief 1 

Then waved around her Streaming hair 
The pale autumnal leaf. 

She too lay soon as blanch'd as he, 
Yet wore her garland to the tomb: 

Then it was wonderful to see 
Its fruit look fair as bloom! 
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THE PRLERIX. 

Ublano. 

[" Der Waller" is only a higher name for Pilgrim : but having already 
preAxed this title to one at SchiUer^s pieces, I have here rendered it Pelerin, 
in moUifleation of Peregrine, for the following i propos rcason : " Chiamansi 
Peregrini," says Dante, distingoishmg them from other Pilgrims, ** inquanto 
vaniw alla eata di Galisia,** His point pf departure, however, was Italy.] 

See Tyrrwhitt's Chatteer. 

I. 

On Galicia's rocky sea-coast 

Tower'd a famed aod holy Place, 
Wbere the spotless Virgin-mother 

Spent the treasures of her grace. 
To the Wanderer in the desert 

Gleam'd a guiding-star of gold; 
To the tempest'toss'd on ocean 

Did a quiet port unfold. 

II. 
Ohimed its evening bell to Vespers, 

Wide the region answer'd round; 
In the eitles, in the convents, 

All the bells awoke to sound. 
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And, appeased, the ocean-biUows 
Scarcely more in murmurs broke, 

And the master at the rudder 
Kneeling, low his Ave spoke. 

III. 

On the day they celebrated 

The Assumption of the Bless'd, 
When the Son, who called her Mother, 

Shone on her as God confess'd; 
Then within her sanetuary 

Diverse miracles she wrought; 
Halls that, erst, but held her Image, 

Now were with her Presence fraught, 

IV. 

Colour'd banners, bearing Grosses, 

Thro' the fields in order float, 
And with painted pennons greet her, 

Every ship and every boat. 
IIp the rocky pathway clamber'd 

Pelerins in festal clo'es; 
Like a fiiU celestial ladder, 

High the rugged mountain rose. 
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V. 



Follow on those happier pilgrims, 

Others barefoot, dust bespread, 
Girding round them shIrts of haircloth, 

Bearing ashes on their head. 
They are they whom pious Christians 

Meet in fellowship no more; 
Who, by Mercy's scant indulgence, 

Worship, kneeling at the door. 

VI. 

Last came one with gasp asthmatic, 

Eye-distraught for conscious wrong, 
Wildly waved bis hair about him, 

Tangled was bis beard and long. 
And a ring of rusty iron 

Wore he round his body strung, 
Arms and legs were link'd with fetters, 

Till his every footstep rung. 

VII. 

Forasmuch as he his brother 
Smote in haste of wrathfiil ire, 

Therefore from the sword he bade them 
Weld for him that body-tire. 
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Far from hearth and far from homestead 
Wanders he and will not rest, 

Till a miracle from heaven 

Bursts the ring around his breast. 

vin. 

Were he shod with soles of iron, 

As he ever shoeless goes, 
Long since had he wom them off him ; 

Yet he never found repose: 
Never finds the Saint, that works 

A miracle for his release; 
Seeks all Images of mercy, 

Bat no image winks him peace. 

IX. 

When he now had climbed the mountain, 
And before the portal bowed, 

Struck the Vesper-bell its warning^ 
Hushing into prayer the crowd; 

Bat the halls he may not enter 
Where, within, the maid is seen, 

Bright as light, in rays of sunset 

Sinking in the sea aerene. 

K 
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X. 

What a glow in rieh effiision 

Pours on earth and sea and sky! 
Stood the golden heavens open, 

When the Saint went up on high? 
Blossoms yet on yonder rose-cloud 

Impress of her footstep light? 
Looks the Spotless downward hither 

From the azure Infinite? 

XI. 

All the pilgrims part in comfort; 

All but one, who stirs not now: 
Motionless upon the threshold 

Lies he still with pallid brow. 
Still around his limbs and body 

Links the load of fetters tight, 
But the soul is free already, 

Waving in the sea of light. 
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SIEGELINDA. 



Uhland. 



Fair Siegelind was fain 

To rise at moming prime, 

And with her courtly train 

Drew to St. Mary's chime. 

She went in gold brocade, 

With flowers and gems array'd: — 

But it was mouming made. 

Three lime-trees there in sight 
Before the church-door spread, 
Where sat a genüe knight, 
And spake soft words, and said: 
" What gold 1 what gems are there ! 
Oh! might I only bear 
One of thy flowers, O Fair ! 



H2 
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Such words he lowly breath'd: — 
In sport the zephyr blows, 
And from the flowers inwreath'd 
Makes fall the falrest rose. 
The stripling stoop'd, in gest 
The fallen rose to wrest, 
And place it on his breast. 

There was an ancient knight 
In Siegelinda's train, 
Who fired with fierce despite, 
And spake in high disdain: 
" Take this court-lesson brief ! 
From honor's bloomy sheaf 
Dare not desire a leaf !" 



Woel to the garden ever 
Wherein such roses grew! 
Haill to the lime-trees never 
That such contention knew! 
How clash'd the swords, percUss'd! 
Till under blow and thrust 
The youth lay dead in dustl 
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Then Slegelind stoopt down, 
Took up the rose, and, wan, 
Eeplaced It in her crown, 
And to the Church went on. 
She went in gold brocade, 
With flowers and gems arrayed- 
Who has it mouming made? 

At Mary's feet she placed 
The crown from off her brow : 
" Eeceive it. Mild and Chaste I 
No flower is missing now! 
The World I will forswear, 
The veil so holy wear, 
And weep the dead in prayer." 



1 
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HOFER. 

THE HBRO OF THE TYROL. 
Shbmkswdosp. 

When the landlord of Passeyer 
Inspruck took by sudden storm, 
Brought at noon the Student Choir 
VIols for a welcome warm. 
All, from leamed hall and story, 
Ban a loud Hurrah to ring: 
All would celebrate his glory, 
And his deeds heroic sing. 

But the Hero hush'd the prattle; 

" Cease I" he spake with eamest breath ; 

" Eamest is God's call to battle, 

And we all are due to death. 

Not for idle plays — behind me 

Wife and child I left in woe: 

Since to He*aven I resign'd me, 

Therefore vanquish I the foe. 
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'^ Elneel beside your rosaries Streaming, 
They to me are sweetest lyres; 
When the eyes with prayer are beaming, 
God the Lord our deed inspires. 
Lowly pray for me so needy, 
Loudly for your Emperor pray! 
For such songs my ear is greedy; — 
God be noble Princes' stay! 

^^ IVe no time to kneel at Grosses: 
Teil the Lord our good and ill! 
Teil how many bloody corses 
We have sown o'er vale and hill! 
How we watch, and how we hunger, 
And how many a gallant shot 
Shoots no more and laughs no longer: 
None can aid, if God aid not!" 
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MIST. 



Freimorath. 



The mist is sinking darkly on the land, 
And dark I stride along the inlet Strand 

Over a champaign winterly and dead: 
See, on the poliah'd mirror of the flood 
!Rests the descending sun as red as blood: — 

So on the charger lay the Baptlst's head! 

That head is all I see in front of me; 
Or eise, fog only and a hand-broad sea! 

I stand apart and hidden from the crowd. 
No eye may penetrate the veil around ; 
It is as if the Lord from earthly ground 

Had snatch'd me in a dark-enfolding cloiid ! 
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— A cloud impregnate with the storml and strong 
I seem to hear the menace of my soDg 

Like thunder roll within it. E'en as came 
The llghtning downward from the murky air, 
So my thought flashing thro' the vapour there 

Makes itself visible in outward flame ! 

Oh, let it revel thro' the gauzy grey I 
Mark for the glowing no prescriptive way! 

'Tis lightningl let it flash, and thunder loudl 
The mist is sinking darkly on the land; 
And I will sit upon this down of sand, 

And utter forth my voiees from the cloud! 
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THE SAINT-NICHE. 



FjtEILlOBATB. 



Bt the path the Saint-niche stand» 
With the Mother and the Child. 
Pious maiden-pilgrim hands 
Have the shrine and trellis-rands 
Crown'd with wreaths of foliage wild. 

And a bush of briar-roses 
LighÜy stirr'd by breezes mild, 
Whisp'ring, o'er it fondly closes, 
And a crown of thorns composes 
Painless for the Holy Child. 

See! two little birds that fly, 
From the bush by fear exiled, 
Bearing flakes of wool on high, 
Build a nest secure and dry 
With the Mother and the Child. 
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Stay, and flit not, yellow-breasted ! 
Ever peck the bark and bine! 
Safely here the bird is nested, 
Where in faith the pilgrims rested, 
Worshipping the Babe divine. 

Water'd grew the rose with tears, 
All the ground does sacred lie ! 
Where high Love her altar rears 
There the bird no plunderer fears I 
Back, then, from the linden fly! 
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THE DYING CHILD. 



Gkibhl. 



So 8till on thy heart does languish 

The djring child, 

I know not how mother's anguish 

Can be so wild! 

On brow, llp, and cheek 

Is the Bweet rose-streak 

Gone, like a breath: 

Yet secretly the while 

Plays a gentle smile: 

Gently 

Kisses him Death. 
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HOW IT GOES. 



Gkibsl. 



They Said — He loves thee not, bis purpose closes 
In trifling with thee. Then she bow'd her head, 
And tears pearl'd down her cheeks, as dew from roses : 
Alas! that she believed the thing they saidl 
For when he came, and doubting foimd the bride, 
He wore defiance: would not sad appear, 
But sang and play'd and drank and laugh'd in pride, 
To waste the night with tear on tear. 

Then knock'd a better angel at her heart: 
" Nay, he is true ; give him thy band, oh give !" 
And he too feit, thro^ bitterness and smart, 
" She loves thee still — does still thy darling live ; 
Speak but one friendly word, one word inspire. 
And then the spell that sunders you is broken!" 
They met and saw each other. Pride is dire: 
That little word reraain'd unspoken. 
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They parted. And as in the minster choir 

The lurid lamp before the altar wink'd, 

Sank famtly down, then flared and flicker'd higher, 

A moment bright, then utterly extinct; 

So died their love within them; wept at first, 

Then yeam'd for eamestly, and then — forgot. 

At last it seem'd a fancy they had nursed, 

A dream they comprehended not. 

Only, sometimes by moonlight they will rise 
Up from the pillow. Tears the pillow blot, 
Tears wet their cheeks, and tears are in their eyes; 
For they have dream'd the while, I know not what. 
Then think they on the happy years gone by. 
And how they idly doubted— -parted loth, 
And now so wide, so wide asunder ^ie. — '^^^^ 
God, forgive, forgive them both! 
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ANSWEK 



GXIBKL. 



Thou askest me, Child of Spring, 
Wherefore I weep and sing? 
Thou askest, wherefore I sigh'd? 
I have slighted the suns of May, 
I have dream'd my youth away, 
I have trifled with Love, tili it died. 

The bowl swell'd up to my lip, 

I let the occasion slip, 

For then I thirsted not. 

Me beckon'd from leaf and twig 

Orange and grape and fig; 

I let them ripen and rot. 
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But when the evening came 

And buried the sun in flame, 

My thirst awoke at last: 

The bowl of bliss, put by, 

The fruits were juiceless and dry, 

And night darken'd round me fast. 

The World has left me alone: 
Now I sing in the streets unknown 
My song, and weep aside. 
I have slighted the suns of May, 
I have dream'd my youth away, 
I have trifled with love, tili it died. 
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LOOK NOT ON ME SO LAUGHING BRIGHT. 



Look not on me so laughing bright, 
Thou rose-bud young, thou slender roe! 
Thy look to others bringe delight, 
But to my soul a pang of woe. 

My heart bleeds fast and faster 

Before thy friendly gaze, 

For pass'd, for ever passM are 

Love's golden days. 

Ware I as young and happy now, 
And were I as fresh and as pure as thou, 
How would my heart beat true to thine! 
How blessedly might our lives entwinel 

And to my ravish'd bosom 

How sweet the dream would be! 

But now — what means the blossom 

On the dry tree? 

L 



X 
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Mj life lies lappM in evening red, 
Thine just steps forth to sunny day, 
My heart is numb, mj heart is dead, 
Thine bounds into its merriest play. 

Thy bliss thou seest gladly 

In golden distance fair; 

I look behind me sadly 

Qn things that were. 

Then look not thou so friendly bright, 
Thou rosebud young, thou slender roe! 
Thy look to others brings delight, 
But to my heart a pang of woe. 

Let me depart — a rover 

O'er earth, by land or wave; 

Thou findest soon a lover, 

And I— a grave. 
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THE YOUNG NUN. 



Gbibel. 



Alas ! what did my father^ my mother think about, 
To bring me to the Nun'ry from the world shut out : 
Now I must never laugh, and veil'd must always go, 
And never loving heart my loving heart may know. 

My long, my raven hair they cut with cruel shears ; 
And none feit touch of pity for my slxteen years ; 
And still I am so young, and yet I am so sad^ 
And yet the world has joys enough to make all glad« 

About my casement window the birds their nesta 

enwreathe ; 
Oft would I there with them so free and joyoüs 

breathe t 

And I would lift my wings, and well find out the way 

Far over all the turrets and the convents grey. 

L2 
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When evening twilight glimmers and darkles in tlie 

night, 
A thousand thousand times I think on mj delight; 
And now I am a nun, my love is far away. 
And therefore down my cheeks the tears unceasing 

stray. 

The waves flow on together, together to the sea, 
The birds together migrate hitherwards to me; 
The Day too has its sun, and Night its starry zone, 
I only at all hours must here abide alone. 

I would they toU'd for me the cross-procession low. 
And bore me with the tapers solemnly and slow; 
Then were I free at onee from all that make» me sad, 
And with the ha,ppy angels durst again be glad. 
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THE HALL OF SIN. 



Obibbl. 



[I have glTen an unautlioriBed title to this piece, firom my inaUlity to 
make the original title so ftir intelligible as to indioate the subjeot-matter 
of the poem. That which I hare adopted was suggested by a certain re- 
semblance in idea and moral between these Unes and a piece of Tennyson's— 
the Vision of Sin : only Geibel, with great beauty, has introduced, in the 
waming-note of the Nightingale, those early calls whieh Nature herseif makee 
to the prodigal, to tum back trom the allurements of vice to the purer and 
simpler ei^oyments which she offers to the nnoorrupted.] 



How stirs the Night vain-longing ! 

How rieh the forest blooms! 

What whlsperings are thronging 

The pine-trees' lofty plumes! 

The brooklets purl and glisten, 

And fragrant glow the flowers, 

The marble statues listen 

Out of their duskj bgwers. 
The Nightingale calls, Come back! come back! 
The boy looks onward and keeps his track, 
His heart is wild and troubled his sense, 
Forgotten the love that should win him hence. 
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He treads the garden alleys, 

The Palace-oriels glance; 

See at the door the valets, 

And hear within the dance! 

The portal-steps he presses, 

The hall he enters bold; 

There rustle the velvet dresses, 

There glitter the cups of gold. 

The Nightingale calls^ Come back! come backf 
The boy looks onward and keeps his track^ 
His heart is wild and troubled his sense, 
Forgotten the love that should wiu him hence. 



! 
I 



The fairest of the women 
Hands him the sparkling bowl; 
Sweet drinks he from the brim in 
Strange horror to his soul. 
He quaffs and drains the beakei", 
Then cries the dwarf 'd door-thrall, 
" Ours art thou, Pleasure-seeker ! 
This is the Venus-Hall." 
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The Nightingale only caUs from far, 

The boy obeys his evil Btar, 

His heart Ib wild and tronbled his sense, 

Forgotten tbe love that should win him hence. 



At last from out the dances 

Leads him the fairest Belle: 

Her eye so conscious glances, 

Her forms voluptuous swell. 

Far from those shouts of pleasore 

Bose-bines the bowers enlace, 

The moon in heavenly azm'e 

Hides with a cloud her face. 

The Nightingale's note has long grown still, 
The boy is driven by lust of will, 
His heart is wild and troubled his sense, 
Forgotten the love that should win him hence. 



And when the daydawn found him, 
He lay there all alone, 
The wood rose wild around him, 
Bugged with rock and stone. 
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Chili firom the North it drizzled, 
The leaves feil round him dank, 
His hair was changed and grizzled, 
His void and sad heart sank. 

He sits and stares with vacant gaze, 

And shakes his head in a blank amaze; 

The Nightingale calls, Too late! too late! 

Till the windft the voiees dissipate. 
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SONG AT THE SPINDLE. 



GXZBBL. 



PuRR thee, spindle, porr thee, spInner, 
Twirl thee without halt or rest 
Winding-sheet and baby-pinner, 
And the zoneless bride-bed vest. 

Golden thread, who knows to-morrow 
What a destiny is thine? 
If In joy, or if in sorrow, 
Ends at last the web we twlne. 

Other soon than we begun it, 
Other tums it than we thought: 
For the mamage-bed we spun it, 
To a shroud the sheet is wrought. 
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Purr thee, spindle, purr thee lighüj, 
Fortune whirls her wheel like thee; 
Starting on thy joumey «prightly, 
Tearftd thy retum shall be. 

Gath'ring clonds about the sun lie, 
Vows are spent in air and die; 
Like thj thread our pleasures run by, 
Constancy and love run by. 

Purr thy ceaseless revolution, 
Spindle^ without rest or halt! 
And ye tears in soft effusion* 
Flow with it uncheck'd and salt! 
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THE YOUNG CIRCASSIAN PRINCE. 



Okxbel. 



Thet sald to me, ^^ Come hither, Son of the Steppe-plam, 

Come hither, kiss in dust the Czar's imperial traiH) 

The deed is small, the meed is great: 

So at thy lord's left hand »halt thou in splendour ride, 

And over peasant brow» with foot audcMDiouB stride, 

» 
And with the highest keep thj State. 



What bootB thee ceaseless strife with restless enierprise? 
OhI leam of us how fleet with new enjoyment flies 

A life o'er softer pleasures roll'd. 
We will for thee a house of statelj pillars build, 
Thy Stahle palfry-stock'd, thy Chamber woman-filFd, 

Thy heavy purse replete with gold. 
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A table rieh with dainties ever shall be thine; 
There from Epemay sip the neetar-froth divine 

Out of the crystal, elear as iee. 
And when the evening comea, the light debauch to eno 
Be thine the luxury the gold to waste and spend 
. At card-polnts and the falling dice. 



And in the brilliant ball, where thousand tapers flame, 
Shalt thou with gorgeous garb and stalwart figure shame 

The august and proud official swarm: 
On waves of mnsic shalt triumphant rise and fall, 
And fly, spur-ringing, thro' the dances in the Hall 

Upon a Prince's daughter's arm. 



In eamps shalt thou behold, where bright the fire-locks bum . 
Beg'ments, those many-footed monsters, wheel and tum, 

While high in air the Standard shakes. 
The dunning drum is heard, the trumpet sounds before us, 
The battery breaks in with sudden thunder-chorus, 

Until the ground beneath it quakes. 
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And yet more wondrous still — for mighty is the Czar — 
A ship with double wheels, where sails nor cordage are, 

Shall on the billows bear thee proud ; 
And bid defiance to the storm and to the stream, 
If hot the fumace glow, and over it the st/eam 

Froth o'er the funnel, roaring loud. 



All this we ofFer: only leave the bloody hordes 

Leave steppe and war and tent, and with repentant words 

Before the Caesar bow the knee." — 
I tum'd me from their wordy brawl in deep disdain, 
Eed anger swell'd indignant in my every vein — 

" The Czar is but a Prince like me ! 



Kasan has snow-white maids with locks of raven hue, 
The Kremlin is at Moscow, and its bells at Kiew, 

And Petersburg is doubly great. 
But if to me the wonders of all lands ye brought, 
My scaly shirts of mail shall not therewith be bought, 

Nor yet my freedom, nor my hate." 
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SONG. 



Gkibel. 



I HAYE indeed, in life^s springtide^ 
In my own conscious strength believed, 
And boldly fllnging care aside 
Watch'd how the bird bis nest inweaved. 
Yet comes a time/ when e'en the cheery 
FeeU a vain-longing säd and dreary, 
And when no more the heart aweary, 
Bobb'd of its rights, can be deeeived. 

Now round me blooms the Land of Grapes, 
And Castles wink across the Bhine; 
My boat with gentle motion shapes 
Its valeward course at Day's decline. 
The Festival with harp and singing 
GaÜB down the Vinedresser, rock-clinging ; 
The gebiet foams, the dance is ringing — 
What makes me sad? Alane I pine. 
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Oh! might I rove no more at leisure 
From place to place a stranger-guest ; 
Might I mj tranquil share of pleasure, 
My share too of the bürden, wrest; 
Then hear a throbbing heart caressing 
My fever'd temples on it pressing! 
For firom within alone is blessing. 
And only love at last brings rest. 
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SEE'ST THOÜ THE SEA. 



OUBBL. 



See'st thou the Sea? Its gllttering tide-wave curls 
In sunny light, 

But in the deptbs below, where rest the pearls, 
Ib sable night. 

That Sea am I. In swelling billows roll'd 
My wilder sense; 

Lays from my Ups, as bright as sunny gold, 
Sweep o'er it hence. 

They glisten oft with Pleasm'e's magic art, 
With Love and Jest; 
But secretly and still my darkling heart 
Bleeds in my breast. 



THE END. 
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and Biographical Essays. Post 8vo. cloth, 7«. 6d, 

** Both Essays exhibli a very remarkable combination of judgment and 

painstaking researeh The Essay on Raleigh is likely to be 

more interesiing to the majority ofreaders, and is perhapa the most 
discriminating sketch of its subject to be met with." — Athenjeum. 

" The Essay on Bacon fills up an important chopier in the hisiory of Phi- 

losophy The Essay on Raleigh is byfar tlie best Life of that re- 

markableman that has hitherto been published" — The Economist. 

'* The Article oh Bacon is clear, accurate^ convincing, complete. The 
Article on Raleigh is very valuabUf first^ because Mr. N API ER has 
had access to many documenis unknown to former biographers, and 
nextt because he completely clears Raleigh from the otd Imputation 
of deceit aboui the Guiana mine^ as well as of the other minor 
cÄar^M.'*-— North British. 

BY J. E. B. MAYOR, M.A., 
Fellow and Assistant Tutor ofSt. John's Coline, 

Lives of Nicholas Ferrar, of Cläre Hall. 

By his Brother John, and Dr. Jebb. Now first edited with 
Illustrations. Fcp. 8vo. 7«. 6d, 

REV. G. E. LYNCH COTTON, MA, 
Master of MarJhorough College, formerly FeUow of IHnity College, Cambridge. 

Sermons.' chlefly connected with Public Events, 1854. 

Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 3«. 
**ji volume ofwhich we can speak with high admiration" 

Christian Remembramcep^ 



8 NEW BOOKS AND NEW EDITIONS, 

WORKS BY THE REV- JOHN WILLIAM COLENSO, BD-, 

Bishop of NaUüf and formerly Fellow of 8t. John*s CoUege, Cambridge. 

1. Ten Weeks in Natal. A Journal of a First Tour 
of Visitation among the Colonists and Zulu Kaffirs of Natal. 
With four Lithographs and a Map. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 5«. 

** A tnost intereating and charmingly toritten little book" 

EXAMINEB. 

'* The ChvTck haa good reaaon to he gratefidfor the publication," 

COLONIAL ChüBCH ChBONICLE. 

2. A Second Edition of Village Sermons. 

Fcap. cloth, 2«. 6rf. 

3. Companion to the Communion. The Com- 

munion Service firom the Prayer Book : with Select Readings 
from the Writings of the Rev. F. D. MAURICE. Fine 
Edition, rubricated and bound in morocco antique, 6«.; or 
in cloth, 28. 6d.*, common paper, limp cloth, 1«. 



LORD ARTHUR HERVEY> M.A. 

JRector of lekworth-with-Horinger. 

The Genealogies of our Lord and Saviour Jesus 

Christ, as contained in the Gospels of St Matthew and 

St. Luke, reconciled with each other and with the Genealogy 
of the House of David, from Adam to the close of the Canon 
of the Cid Testament, and shown to he in harmony with the 
true Chronology of the Times. 8vo. cloth, 10s. 6d. 

** The production ofa thorough scholarJ* — British Quarterly. 

" An addition of mark to our Library oj Biblical Criticistn.'* 

Guardian. 

** It seems to us that in view of the kind of criticism to which t/ie 
Cid and New Testament records are now subjected, his work 
has special importance and Claims." — Noncont ormist. 

" We commend Lord Hervet's book to our readers as a tfaltiable 
siorehouse of infnrmation on this important subfectf and as indicative 
ofan approximation towards a Solution of the difficulties with which 
it is beset." — Journal of Sacred Literature. 
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ISAAC TAYLOR» ESQ. 

The Kestoratioil Of Belief. Complete in One Volume, 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 8*. 6d. 

C0NTBNT8 ; — I. Christianity in relation to its Ancient and 
Modem Antagonists — II. On the Supernatural Element 
contained in the Epistles, and its be£uing on the argument— 
III. The Miracles of the Gospels considered in their relation 
to the principal features of the Christian Scheme. 

**A volume which contains logical sagacityt and philosopJiic comprehen- 
siofii tu well 08 the magnanimity and courage of faithf in richer 
prqfusion than any other work bearing on religious matters Ihat hos 
been addressed to this generation. ** The Resioration of Belief** 
may in many respectSt take a place among the books of the nineteenth 
Century, corresponding to thatjustly conceded by us to the " Analogy** 
of Butler in the literature of the last age^ or to the " Thoughts** 
of Pascal in (hat of the age preceding" 

North British Review, Nov. 1855. 



GEORGE AUGUSTUS SELWYN» D.D. 
Bishop ofJSTew Zedland, formerly Fellow o/St. John*s CollegCi Cambridge, 

A Third Edition of The Work of Christ in the 

W^orld. Four Sermons, Preached before the University of 
Cambridge on the Four Sundays preceding Advent, in the 
Year of our Lord, 1854. Published for the benefit of the 
New Zealand Church Fund. Crown 8vo. 2«. 

" Liberally conceived and eloquently expressed" 

Athenäum, Feb. 10, 1855. 

" We presütne thatfew if any of our readers will withhold from them- 
selves the pleasure and the proftt of thoroughly studying the advice of 
Bishop Selutyn on the work which lies before us all,** 

CoLONiAL Church Chronicle. 

^' Only require an acknowledgment at our hands, They are, we are 
convineedf in the possession and in the hearts ofall our readers,** 

Christian Remembrancer, April, 1855. 

" We cwnmend Bishop Selwyn*s Four Sermons to our readers, as 
ßne specimens of English and of Christianity,** 

Christian Monthly Spectator, April, 1855. 

" These are mistionary Sermons in the truest and deepest sense,** 

Noxconformist. 



10 NEW BOOKS AND NEW EDITIONS. 

BY THE REV. F. D- MAURICE, MA-, 

CHAPLAIN OF LINCOLN's INN. 

1. The Doctrine of Sacrifice deduced from the 

Scriptures. 7«. ed. 

Contents: Dedicatory Letter— The Sacrifices of Cain and 
Abel — Noah*s Sacrifice — The Sacrifice of Abraham— Sacrifice 
of the Fassover — The Legal Sacrifices — David's Sacrifice — 
The Lamb before the Foundation of the World— Christ's 
Sacrifice a Redemption — Christ's Sacrifice a Deliverance from 
the Curse of the Law — The Sacrifice of Christ a Fropitia- 
tion — The Sacrifice of Christ the Purification of the Con- 
science— Christ made Sin for us — Christ's Sacrifice the Feace- 
ofienng for Mankind — Christ's Sacrifice a Fower to form us 
after his Likeness— Christ's Death a Victory over the Devil— 
Christ the Advocate— Christ the High-priest— The Adoration 
of the Lamb — The Word of God conquering by Sacrifice. 

2. Leaming and Working. The Religion of 

Rome, and its influence on Modern Civili- 

zation. In l yol. 58. 

Contents: Juvenile and Adult Leaming — Leaming and 
Leisure— Leaming and Money Worship incompatible — 
Leaming the Minister of Freedom and Order — The Studies 
in a Working College — The Teachers in a Working College. 
Kome in its Youth — ^Rome under Greek Teachers — Kome at 
the beginning of the New World — The Infiuence of Rome 
and Germany upon Modem Europe. 

3. Lectures on the Ecclesiastical History of 

the First and Second Centuries. i08.ßd. 

Contents : The Jewish Calling — The other Nations— The Sect 
Age of the Jewish Commonwealth — The Kingdom of 
Heaven — The New Society in Jerusalem — Samaria and Syria 
— The Churches in Gentile Cities — St. James, St. Feter, and 
St. Faul— St. John — The Apocalypse — Different Churches in 
the Second Century : Judsea, Samaria, Syria — Asia Minor — 
Greece and Egypt — Italy and Gaul — Africa— The Church- 
and the Gods — The Church and the Emperors — ^The Church 
and the Fhilosophers — The Church and the Sects. 
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Rev. P. D. Maurice's Works— Continued. 

4. Theological Essays. Second Edition. 10«. ed. 

CoNTpTs: Charity— Sin-The Evil Spirit— The Sense of 
Kighteousness in Men, and their Discovery of a Bedeemer — 
The Son of God — The Incamation — The Atonement — The 
Kesurrection of the Son of God from Death, the Grave, and 
Hell— Justification by Faith — Regeneration — The Ascension 
of Christ — 'l'he Judgment Day — Inspiration — The Personality 
and Teaching of the Holy Spirit— 1 he Unity of the Church— 
The Trinity in Unity — Etemal^Life and Etemal Death. 

5. Patriarchs and Lawgivers of the Old Testa- 

ment. Second Edition. 6«. 

Contents : The Creation of Mankind, and of the Pu'st Man — 
The Fall and the Deluge— Noah and Abraham — Abraham 
and Isaac — Esau and Jacob — The Dreams of Joseph — Joseph 
and his Brethren— The Mission of Moses— The Miracles 
of Moses, and the Hardening of Pharaoh— The Passover — 
The B^belUon of Korah — The Prophecy of Balaam— Pros- 
perity and Adversity— The Nation and the Chnrch— 1 he 
Test of Prophecy and Miracle— Pentecost — Joshua and St, 
John — ^The Book of Judges— Eli and Samuel. 

6. Prophets and Kings of the Old Testament. 

Second Edition. 10«. 6d. 

Contents: The New Period in Jewish History — The Life of 
Saul— David the Shepherd and the Outlaw— David the 
King— The Wise King— The Rending of the Kingdom— The 
Caif-worship Denounced— Ahab and Elijah— fllisha and 
Jehu — The Shepherd Prophet — The Valley of Decision — 
The Unfaithful Wife — The Vision of the King — Isaiah and 
Ahaz— The Light in Darkness— The Proud City doomed — 
The suffering King and People— The Jew conquering the 
Nations — The Village greater than the Cities — The Evil 
City saved and destroyed — Manasseh and Josiah, Zephaniah 
and Habakkuk — Temptation the School of the Prophet— The 
Potter' s Work — The New Covenant — The Heavens opened 
to the Ezile — The Valley of Dry Bones — The New Temple. 

7. The ünity of the New Testament 14«. 

Contents: Subjects common to the Three Evanselists — Dif- 
ferences of we Evangelists — Acts of the Aposues, Epistles 
of St. James, St. Peter, and St. Paul. 
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Rev. D. P. Maurice's Works. 

8. Christmas Day, and other Sermons, lo». ed. 

Contents : Christanas Day — ^The TTnbelief of the Galatians — 
Who did Sin ; this Man or his Parents ? — The Elesh and the 
Spirit — The Fools and the Wiae~The Elingdom which cannot 
be moved — The Kace and the Prize — The perfect Sacrifice — 
The Sick man's Prayer — The Christian Covenant the Ground 
of National Education— Christ in the Wildemess — Command 
these stones to be made Bread — Gast Thyself down from 
hence — ^The Elingdoms of the World and their Glory — The 
Alabaster Box of Ointment — The Prince of Sufferers — The 
Universal Prayer — The Resurrection of the Spirit — The 
Besurrectlon of the Body— The Besponsibilities of Medical 
Students — Human Sorrow the best Evidence of Christianity 
— The true Rest and Hope of Man — The Invisible Guide — 
The Feast of Pentecost — Strength in Weakness— The Mustard 
Tree — The Principles and Method of Christian CiTÜization — 
The Hindrance to Christian Missions. 

9. On the Religions of the World. Third Edition. 5«. 

Contents: — Mahometanism : its Successes, B^asons assigned 
for them; Principle of the Faith — Hindooism; Character 
of the Faith, the Brahmin, Worship of the pure Intelligence, 
the Populär Beaction, Yishnu and Siva, Belations of the 
English Government to Hindooism — Buddhism; its Origin 
and Diffusion, its various Forms ; the Lama-Buddhism and 
its Bivals in China-~The Cid Persian Faith and its Destruc- 
tion— The Egyptian— The Greek — The Boman — 1 he Gothic — 
Why Judaism has not occupied a separate place in these 
Lectures — The Relation between Christianity and Hindooism 
generally compared — ^How this Relation should be detected— > 
The early Treaching of the Gospel ; how it affected Greeks, 
Egyptians,' Bomans, Goths. 

10. On the Praver-Book. Second Edition. 58, ed. 

Contents; Introductory — The Confession — ^The Absolution — 
The Lord*s Prayer after Absolution— The Gloria Patria—The 
XCVth Psalm— The Psalms— The First Lesson— The Second 
Lesson— The Songs of the Church— the Creed— Ejaculations 
and CoUects— The Litany— The Communion Service. 

11 The Church a Family. 4«. ed. 

Contents : The Servant and the Son— Nature and Grace—Re- 
pentance, Baptism, the Gift of the Spirit— Nature, Law, 
Education— Confirmation— The Virgin Mary— Marriage— Vi- 
sitation of the Sick— Burial Service— The Christian Ministry— 
Ordination of Deacons and Priests— Consecration of Bishops — 
Commination Service. 
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Bev. F. D. Maurice's Works. 

12. On the Lord's Prayer. Third Edition. 28. ed. 

13. On the Sabbath, and other Sermons. 2«. ed. 

14. Law on the Fable of the Bees. 4«. ed. 



The Word ^'Eternar' and the Punishment of 

the Wicked. Third Edition. U. 

Etemal Life and Eternal Death. 1«. ed. 

The Name Protestant. Three Letters to Mr. Palmer. 
Second Edition. 3«. 

night and Wrong Methods of Supporting Pro- 

testantism. la. 

The Duty of a Protestant in the Oxford Election. 

1847. 1«. 

The Gase of Queen's College, London. 1«. ed. 
Plan of a Female College, ed. 

Death and Life, in Memoriam c. B. M. 1«. 

Administrative Reform, sd. 

JOSEPH FRANCIS THRUPP, MA. 
Vloar of Barrinfftonf OBhnhridffeahire, lote Fßllow of THnüy College. 

Antient Jerusalem. A New Investigation into the History, 

Topography, and Plan of the City, Environs, and Temple. 
Designed principally to illustrate the records and prophecies 
of Scripture. With Map and Plans. 8vo. cloüi, 15«. 

'^ He ia calm and eandid, and has a thorough acquainiance with all tkat 
hos been written upon hit subject** — Athrn jeum. 

" A Book of no ordinary value, Patient researcht candoufi and a 
reverencefor ditfine truth dittinguieh the whole volume,** 

Journal of Sacred Literature. 

" A well'directed and able endeavour to ihrow addttional light upon the 
history and topographv of {he Holy City» Those who read it will 
ßnd reason to be grate/ul to the author.'* — Litbrary Chvrchman. 
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Frospectüs of a Series of ^anuallBl for lEttÜ- 
lOStCal ^tUtlentd now in course of pablication 
by MACMILLAN & CO., Cambridge. 

It is now upwards of three years since the Prospectus of this 
series was first issued. Three volumes have now been pub- 
lisbed, and several others are in an advanced State. The 
reception which the volumes akeady published have met with 
has fuUy justi&ed the anticipation with which the publishers 
commenced the series, and Warrants them in the belief, that 
their aim of supplying books ** concise, comprehensive, and 
accurate/' "convenient for the professional Student and 
interesting to the general reader/' has been not unsuccessfully 
fulfilled. 

The foUowing paragraphs appeared in the original Prospectus, and 
may be here conveniently reproduced : — 

"The Authors being Clergymen of the English Church, and the 
series being .designed pnmarily for the use of Candidates for 
Office in her Ministry, the books will seek to be in accordance 
with her spirit and principles; and therefore in treating of 
the opinions and principles of other communions, eyery effort 
will be made to avoid acrimony or nüsrepresentation. 

*'It will be the aim of the writers throughout the series to avoid 
all dogmatic ezpression of doubtfül or individual opinions." 

THE THREE FOLLOWING VOLUMES ARE NOW READY. 

1. A History of the Christian Church from the 

Seventh Century to the Keformation. By the Key. Charles 
Hardwick, M.A., Fellow of St. Catharine's Hall, Divinity 
Lecturer of King's College, and Christian Advocate in the 
University of Cambridge, Author of " A History of the 
XXXIX Articles." With Four Maps comtructed for this 
Work hy A, Keith Johnston. Crown 8vo, cloth, 10«, 6£?. 
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Mr. Hardwick's History of the Christian Ghurch. 

OpINIONS OP THE PrESS. 

** This forms one of a series of Theological Manuals tohich Messrs. 
Macmillan, Cambridge, have in course of pvblication, If the 
otker vohtmes of the series are a>s well and carefully tDritten a$ 
this, theological students will have good cause to thank them,*' 
— Clbrical Journal, Sept, 22, 1853. 

*' It is füll in references and atähority, systematic and formal in 
division, with enough of life in the style to counteract the dryness 
inseparabU from its brevity, and exhibiting the results rather 
than the principles of investigatiofi, Mr. Hardwtck is to be 
congratvZated on the sticcessful achtevement of a difficült task** 

Christian Eemembrancer, Oct, 1853. 

** He Tuts bestowed patient and extensive reading on the collection 
of his materiaJs; he has selecteä them vnth judgm,ent, and he 
presents them in an equable and compact style.** 

Spectator, Sept, 17, 1853. 

This book is one ofa promised series o/" 'Theological Manuals.' 
Jn one respect, it may be taken as a sign of the times. It is 
a small unpretending volume in appearance, bat it is ba^ed on 
leaming enotigh to have sufficed, half a Century since, for the 
ground of two or three quartos, or at least for several portly 
octavos. For its purpose it is admirable, giving you a careful 
and intelligent summary of events, and at the same time indi- 
cating the best sources of information for the further guidance of 
the Student, Among the authorities thus referred to, we ßnd the 
most modern as well a^ the most ancient, the coittinental as well 
as the English" — British Quarterly, Nov. 1853. 
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** Jt is distinguished by the same diligent research and conscientious 
acknowledgment of authorities which procured for Mr. Hard- 
"Wick's 'History of the Articles of Religion* such afavourable 
reception" — Notes and Queries, Oct, 8, 1863. 

** To a good method and good materials Mr. Hardwick adds that 
great virtue, a perfectly transparent style, We did not expect 
to find great literary qualities in such a manual, but we have 
found them: we should be satisfied in this respect with con- 
ciseness and inteüigibility ; but while this book has both, it is 
also elegant, highly finished, and highly interestingj* 

NoNCONPORMiST, Nov, 30, 1863, 

** As a manualfor the student of Ecclesiastical History in the Middle 
Ages, we know no English work which can be compared to Mr. 
Hardwick's book, It has two great merits, that it constantly 
refers the reader to the authorities, both original and criiical, oh 
which its Statements are fonnded ; and that it preserves ajust propor^ 
Hon in dealing with various subjects.** — Guardian, April 12, 1854. 
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Theological Mannals- 

2. A History of the Book of Common Prayer, 

together with a Rationale of the several Offices. By the 
Rev. Francis Peocter, M.A., Vicar of Witten, Norfolk, 
and late Fellow of St. Catharine's Hall. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 10». 6d, 



"Mr. Phoctbr's * History of the Book of Common Prayer* 

18 by fa/r the best commentary extant Not only do the pre^ 

sent iUuatrcttiona embrace Che iohole ränge of original sources 
indicated by Mr. Palmer, but Mr. Procter compares the present 
Book of Common Prayer toith the Scotch and American forma : 
and hefrequently sets out inftdl the Sarum Offices. As a mantuU 
of extensive information, hiatorical and ritual^ imbued toith sound 
Church principleSf we are entirely saiiftßed with Mr. Procteb's 
important volume, — Christian Remembrancer, April, 1855. 

^ It is a resume o/all that hos been done in the way of investigation 
in reference to Die Prayer- Book,** — Athenäum, Feb. 17, 1855. 
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We can have Utile doubt that Mr. Procter's History of our 
Liturgy will soon supersede the well'known work of Wheatly, and 
become a mttch-used hand-book beyond the circuits of the Oniversity 
for the more immediate use ofwhich it hos been produeed»" — Notes 
AND Queries, March, 1855. ^ 

Allhough very decidedly anti-Roman in its tone, we gladly accept it 
as a Substitute for the dull and dreary dogmatism af Wheatly. 
// presents in a populär and agreeable narrative, the history of those 
variations to which so much attention has been directed during the 
late eventful controversies ; and while it conlaitis a very carefiil, 
learned and scholarlike exposition of these changeSf it also fumishes 
a mosf valuable commentary on the successive texts of the formularies 
themselveSf as they are exhibited either in t/te original editions, or in 
the useful manuals of Bulley and Keeling." — Dublin Review 
{Roman Caiholic)t April, 1855. 

We can speak with just praise of this compendious but comprehensive 
volume, It appears to be compiled with great care and judgment, 
and has proßted largely by the accumulated materials collected 
by the learning and research of the last ß/ty years. It is a 
manual of great value to the Student of Ecclesiastical History and 
ofalmost equal interest to every admirer of the Liturgy and Services 
ofthe English CAurcA."—- Lond. Quarterly Review, April, 1855. 
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Mr. Proctor's History of the Book of Common Prayer. 

** It ia indeed a complete and fairly-vjrUten history of the Liturgy ; 
andfrom the dispassionate way in which disputed points are touched 
on^ will prove to many troubled consciences what ought to he known 
to thenif m.: — Ihat ifiey may withoutfear of compromising the prin^ 
ciples of evangeiical truthf give their assent and consent to the Con- 
tents of the Book of Common Prayer, Mr. Procter Ium done a 
great service to the Church by this admirable digest.** -^CavRCH 
OF England Quarterly, April, 1855. 

BROOKE FOSS WESTCOTT, M.A., 

Assistant Master of Harrow School^ formerly Fellow of DHnity College, 

Cambridge. 

3. A General View of the History of the Canon 
of the New Testaiment during the FiRST FOUR 

CENTURIES. Crown 8vo. 12». %d. 

** The Author is one of those who are teaching us that it is potsible 
to rifle the storehouses of German theology, without bearing away 
the taint of their atmosphere , and to recognise the value of their 
accumulated treeisures, and even track the vagaries of their theoreHc 
ingenuity^ without abandoning in the pursuit the clear sight and 
soundfeeling of English common sense .. ..It is by far the best and 
most complete book of the kind ; and we should be glad to see it well 
placed Oft the lists of our examining chaplains.** 

Guardian, Oct. 3, 1855. 

** Learned, dispassionate, discriminating, worthy of his subject and 
the present siate of Christian Literature in relation to it.\ 

British Quarterly, Oct. 1855. 

" To the Student in theology it will prove an admirable Text-Book : 
and to all others who have any curiosity on the subject it will be ' 
satisfactory as one of the most useful and instructive pieces of 
history which the reeords of the Church supply." 

London Quarterly, Oct. 1855. 

** The author carries into the exeeution of his design a careful and 
painstaking scholarship .... Considered as a tist of Testimonials 
in favour of the canonical writings, our author*s work deserves 
the praise of great diligence and manifest conscientiousness." 

National Review, (Unitarian) Oct. 1855. 

** Jf the rest of the series of manuals, of which the present volume form* 
a part, are as ably executed, tlie Christian public will be greatly 
indebted to the projeclors of the plan." — Literary Churchman. 

FÜR A LIST OF THOSE IN IMMEDIATE PREFABATION, SEE 

OVER PAGE. 
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THE FOLLOWING WORKS OF THE SERIES ARE 

IN PREP ARATION. 

A Histortf of the Christian Church during the 
Reformation. By CHARLES hardwick, m.a., 

Fellow of St. Catharine's Hall, Cambridge, Divinity Lec- 
turer of King's College, and Christian AdTOcate in the 
University. Early in Februart/, 

An Introduction to the Study ofthe Old Testament^ 

with an OuÜine of Scxipture History. 

Notes^ Critical and Explanatory^ on the Hebrew 

Text of the Prophet ISAIAH. 

An Introduction to the Study ofthe Gospels. 

: Epistles. 

Notes, Critical and Explanatory, on the Greek 

Text of the FOUR GOSPELS ÄND THE ACTS OF 
THE APOSTLES. 

Notes, Critical and Explanatory, on the Greek 

Text of the CANONICAL EPISTLES AND THE APO- 
CALYPSE. 

A History of the Christian Church during THE 

FIRST SIX CENTURIES. 

A History of the Christian Church front the 

Beginning of the XVIIth CENTURY TO THE PRESENT 
TIME. 

An Historical Exposition of the Apostles\ Nicene, 

and Athanasian CREEDS. 

An Exposition of the Articles of the Church of 

England. 
Others are in progress, and will be announced in due time. 
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MATHEMATICAL CLASS BOOKS, 
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COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS. 

Mr. Gooper's Oeometrical Conic Sections. [Preparinff, 
Mr. Frost's Newton, Seettons I, n. m. With Notes and 

Problems. 10«. ^. 

Mr. Godfray'B Treatise on the Lnnar Theoiy. s«. 6</. 
Mr. Grant*8 Hane Astronomy. 6«. 

Mr. Hemming's Differential and Integral Calcnlos. 9s. 
Mr. LQnd*8 Easy Gourseof Algebra. Second Edition. Ss.ßd, 
Mr. ParkinBon's Elementary Mechanics. 9«. ßd. 

Mr. Pearson's Treatise on Finite Differences. 

Second Edition. 5s. 

Mr. Phear's Elementary Hydrostatics. 5«. 6d. 

Mr. Phear's Elementary Mechanics. lo«. 6</. 

Mr. Packle's Elementary Conic Sections. 7«. ea. 

Mr. Bamard Smith's Arithmetic and Algebra. lo«. 6</. 

Mr. Bamard Smith's Arithmetic for Schools. u. ßd, 

Mr. Bamard Smith's Key to the above. 8«. 6d, 
Mr. Bamard Smith's Mechanics and Hydrostatics. 

IPreparing, 

Mr. Snowball's Plane and Spherical Trigonometry. 

Eighth Edition. 7«. ßd, 

Prof. Tait's and Mr. Steel's Treatise on Dynamics, lo«. ßd, 
Mr. Todhtmter's Differential and Integral Calcnlus. 

Second Edition. 10«. ßd. 

Mr. Todhontef s Analytical Statics. lo«. 6«;. 
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MATHEMATICAL CLASS BOOKS—ConttHued. 

Mr. Todhnnter's Plane Co-ordmate Geometiy. lo«. 6<l 
Mr, Todhnnter's Treatise t)n Algebra. [PrepaHng. 

Mr. Todhonter's Algebra for Beginners. [Preparing. 

Prof. Wilson's Treatise on Dynamics. 9«. 6i/. 

Cambridge Senate-Honse Problems, 1848 to 1851. Solution« 

by Messn. Fbbbbbs and Jackson. 15«. ^d. 

Cambridge Senate-Honse Riders, 1848 to 1851. Solutions 

by Mr. Jamesow. 7«. 6<2. 

Cambridge Senate-Honse Problems, Jan. 8, 1852. Solutions, 

1«. 6<;. 

Cambridge Senate-Honse Problems and Riders. 1854. 

Solutions by the Moderators» Messrs. Waltow & Mackbnztb, 

10«. %d. 

GREEK AND LATIN CLASS BOOKS. 

Mr. Drake's Enmenides of jEschylns. Witii English Notes. 

7c. 6</. 

Mr. Drake'sDemosthenes de Corona. With English Notes. 5«. 

Mr.Prost'sThncydideSjBookVI. With Englisb Notes. 7» w. 

Dr, Hnmphreys' Exercitationes lambicsB. ^»* 6«/. 

Mr. Mayor's Jnvenal. Witii English Notes. lo«. w. 

Mr. Merivale's SaUnst. Witii English Notes. ß*. 

Mr. Thring's Constniing Book. * 2«. ^d. 

Mr. Wright's Heüenica. Witii English Notes. 3*. 6rf. 

Mr. Wright's Help to Latin Orammar. 4«. u. 

ENGLISH GRAM1LÄ.RS. 

Mr. Thring's Elements of Grammar. New Edition. 2«. 

' Mr. Thring's Child's Orammar. New Edition, i». 

Mr. Parminter's Materials for English Grammar. 3«. 6<<. 
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